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A Nymph of the plain, 
By a jolly young ſwain, 
By a jolly young ſwain, SEE 
Was addrefs'd to be kind: 
But relentleſs I find 
To his prayers ſhe appear'd, 
Tho' himſelf he endear'd, 


7:2 a :anner ſo ſet, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
Jes con might perſuade her his paſſion t to meet 


Dy much he ador'd her 
How cit he implor'd her, 
How of he implor'd her, 
I cannot expreſs ; 
But he lov'd to exceſs, 
And fwore he would die, 
If the would not comply, 
n a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade lier his pation to mect, 
Vor. U. A 
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While bluſhes like roſes, 
Which nature compoſes, 
Which nature compoſes, 
Vermilion'd her face, 
With an ardour and grace, 
Which her lover improv'd, 
When he ſound he had mov'd, 
an a manner ſo 1oft, fo engaging and ſweet, 
8 ſoon might perſuade her his Paffon to mee: 


Muhen wak'd from the joy. 
Which their ſouls did employ, 
Which their ſouls did employ, 
From her ruby warm lips, 
Thouſand odours he fips, 
At the ſight of her eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and fveet; 


As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet: 


But how they ſhall part, 

Now becomes all the ſmart, 
Now becomes all the ſmart, 

Till he vow'd to his fair, 

That to eaſe his own care, 

He would meet her again, 

And *ull then be in pain, | 

In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his paſſion to meet. | 


SONG II. 
8 E N D home my long ſtray'd eyes to me, 
Which ah! too long have dwelt on thee ; 
But if from thee they've learn'd ſuch ul, | 
| 'Fo ſweetly ſmile, 


| And then beguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them ſtill. 


Zend home my harmleſs heart again, 
MWuich no unworthy thought cou'd lain 


But iſ it has been 8 by thine 
| 10 forfeit both 


Its word and oath, 
Keep it, ſor then tis none of mine. 


Vet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 
That I may ſee and know thy lies, 
And laugh one day perhaps when thou 
Shalt grieve ſor one 
Thy love will ſcorn, 


And Prove as ſalſe as thou art now. 


$poehnocty $50e$$ 420i Soochuech 
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HILST 1 ſondly view the charmer: 
Thus th: God of love 1 —_ 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me, do: 

Of a 3 ſweets bereave her, 

Koh her neck, her lips her eyes, 

The remainder {till will leave her 

Power enough to tyrannize. 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſior. 
Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſupererogation, 
Meer idolatry of love: 
You may dreſs a world of Clic, 
In the beanties ſhe can ſpare ; ; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no ſoe is 
To your altars, or the fair. 


Fooliſh mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply, 
Do Florella's charms difpleaſe you; 
Die then, foohſh mortal, die: 
Faney not that I'il deprive her 
Ot the captivating fore; ; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
Twenty thouſard beauties more. 


C 
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Were Flerella proud and ſour, 
Apt to mock a lover's care; 
Iuſtly then you'd pray that power 
Shou'd be taken from the fair: 
| But tho? I ſpread a bl-miſh o'er her, * 
No relief in that you'll find; 
Still. fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her 
For che beauties cf her mind. 
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EN years. like Tyq, my ſtubborn heart 
Withſtood th aſſault of fond deſire: 
But now, alas! I feel a ſmart, 
Poor I, like Tr:z, am ſet on fire. 


With care we may a pile ſecure, 
And from all common ſparks defend : 
But oh! who can a houſe ſecure, 
When the cœleſtial flames deſcend ? 


Thus was I ſ17-, till from your eyes 
Deſtructive fires are brightly given; 
Ah! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe, 
When lo! the light' ning comes from heaven. 
„ -A eee a- hi 5 7 * 
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\ N 7 HILST I gaze on Chee trembling, 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns « then deſpair. 
ealous of ſome rival lover. 
If a wand'ring look ſhe give; 
Fain I wculd reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe 1o live. 


Why ſhould 1 conceal my paſſion, 
Or tlie torments I endure? 
J will diſcloſe my mclination : 
_ Awful diſtance yields no cure. 


| 


ea att. ＋ til. e 


1 


.. SO HL. 


LOSES 


n 


K 229 
Sure it is not in her nature, 
To be cruel to her ſlave; 
She is too divine a creature 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 
Happy's he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat: 
Never mounts to raging paſſion, 
Love's a torment if too great. 
When the itorm is once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 
Bus 2 conſtant faithful lover 


Seldom meets with true repole. 


_ — — w — 


—_ — 
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V days have been ſo wond'rous f: ee, 
The little birds that fly, 


— 


—— 


With careleſs eaſe from tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſt as I. 


Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 


Ot mine 1ncreas'd their ſtream: 


Or afk the flying grles, if e' er 


L lent a ſigh to them. 


But now my former days retire, 


And I'm by beauty caught: 
The tender chains of ſv-cet deſire 
Are hxt upon my thought. 


An eager hope witlin my breaſt 


Joes every doubt controul : 


And lovely Vary ſtands conteſt. 


The favourite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 

Ye gentle echces, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love; 


Wu li of ature. all of art; - 


Ailiſt the dear deſiga, 


O teach a young unpractis'd heart, 


To make hers ever mine. 


Ver. WL _ 


| 
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3 1.4 very 3 ought of chang: J Late, 
As much of def Yalr, 

/\nd lately. 60 covet to be greats 
Enleis it be for her. | 

Tis true the paſũon in my mind 
Is mixt with foi diſtreis: 

Ye: wikile the fair J love is kind, 
I cannot with it leis. 


I. L. in che Daun the fleet was mcor'dy 
Ihe ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black eyed Sy came on board; 
Ch! where ſhill 1 ry true love find? 


Tell me, ye jovi ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſwert William lails among the crew. 


Iiliam, who high upon the yard, 
 Rock'd with the billows to and fro: 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and cn his eyes below : 
The cord dlides gently chrongh his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightening on the deck he Raads.. 


So the fwee: lurk, n pois'd in air, 
Shuts clote TH pinlons do his breaſt, 


(If change his mate's {krul voice he * 
And Crops at once into her neit: 


The nobleſt captain in the Hr. ih fleet 


Might envy HULan*s lips thoie kiſſes ſweet. 
G WY 75 „ K. r ”, tov! 7 dear! ! 


My Vows thall ever nds remain, 
Let me kits oft hat zal. ing tear, 
We only part £0 en again; | | 
Change a3 ye uth, re winde, my heart ſhall be 
Taz talchfal com daſs that fill points at thee. 


Delieve not what the landmien {ay, 

Nad tempt with doubts thy conſtant nund; 
3 18 v tell. he ſailors when aw a, 

In ev J Port a niiſlrei find: 
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Yes, yes, believe them when they tel! ihee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereloe*cr I go: 
WI to fair India“ coaſt we ſail, 
hy eyes are f2en iu diamond's biight, 


Thy breuth is Ai lpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white; 


Thus every beauteous ob: ct ch it I vie w, 


Waxcs in my ſoul fore chara:s ot lovely Cas. 


Though battles cali me from thy ar ms, 
Let not my pretty S an mon, 
Though cannons roar, yet ſue from harms 
William ſhall to his deu return. 
Love turns aſide the balls that round n: ar. 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from $:/:7!'; eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadſul word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard; 

They kiſs'd; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his bead: 


Her leiſening boat unwilling row's to land, 
Adieu, [he cries ; and wav'd her lit F hand. 


Sd fer 
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WEET are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaſk role, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, | 

Gentle as winds wen Zep/y7 blows, 
Refreſhing, as deſcending rains 
To ſun- burn: climes and thirſty plains. 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun, 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Wahoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon; 


From every other charmer free, 


My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


B 2 
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The lam" the flowery thyme devours, 
The dam the tender Ed purſues, 
Sweet Piitumcl, in ſnady bowers 
Of verdant ſpring, her note rene ws; 
4 "Al follow wat they moſt admire, 
s I purſue my ſouls defire. 


Nature miſt change ker beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 


Summer th? approach of Autumn flics : 


Vo change on love the ſeaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring.” 
Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble towers and walls of braſs | 
In his rude march he levels low : 
But time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the ſoul can ne'er divide. 
Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding 1:2art 
To mingle with the bleſt above, 


Where known to all his kindred train, 
Ile finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter ſair the ſoul, 


Twin born from heaven together came: 


Love will the univerſe controul, : 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, 


When time and death ſhall be no more. 


D ehe deeded depo Þe de Deeps Fo hide pe ee pepeeree Did 
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ATR Lis and her wann 
| Were in a thady bower, 
Where Thirj long in vain 
Had ſ-oght the happy hour. 
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At length, his hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy breaſt, 


He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 


If you would make me bleſt. 


Iris, 
An eaſy yielding maid 
By truſting is undone, 


Our ſex is oft betray d 


By granting love too ſoon ; 
If yon deſire to gain me, 
Your fufferings to redreſs, 


Prepare to love me longer, 


Longer yet and longer, 
Before you — poſſcis. 
THiks1sS: - 
The little care you ſhow, 
Of all my ſorrows paſt, 


| Makes death appear too flow, 


And life too long to laſt; 


Oh, Iris] kiſs me kindly, 


In pity of my fate, 


Fair ris, kiſs me kindly, - 


_ Kindly ſtill and kindly, . 
Before it be too late. 
SOS 
You fondly court your bliſs, 
And no advances make; 


Tis not for maids to kiſs, 


But 'tis for men to take: 
go you may kiſs me kindly, 

And I will not rebel, 
This may kiſs me kindly, - 

Kindly Rill and kindly ; 


But never kiſs and tell. 


ALTERNATIVE. 
And way 1 kiſs Fou kindly ? 
Yes vc may kiſs me kindly. 
And kin4ly Riil and Endl? 

And Rindiy Fil! and kindly. 

: B 3 
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And will you not rebel ? 
And I will not rebel. 
Then, love, I'll kiſs thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
on s never kiſs and tell. 


„ 0 N 6 


H! bri ght Belinda, hither fly, 
; \ And ach a light diſcover, 


As may the abſent ſun ſupply, 


And chear the drooping lover. 


Arife, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, . 
And all my ſorrows bamih : 

Zeſore the ſun of thy bright eyes, 
Al gloomy terrors vanith. 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 


And curſe the hoarded treaſure : 


Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 


When you were made for pleaſure? 


: The petty powers of hell deftroy ; 
14 o fave's the pride of heaven: 


To Jeu the firſt, if you prove coy * 
1+ kind, the laſt is given. 


Tre choice then ſure's not hard to make, 
Betwixt a good and evil: 


Wich title had you rather take, 


A; Goddeſs, or, my Devil? 


5 „„ 
IE! Liza, ſcorn the little art, 
Which maaner beauties uſe, 


: Who think they ne*er ſecure our hearts, 
nleſs they ill reiuſe 3 
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Are coy and ſhy ; will deem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſion higher; | 


But when the poor delight i is known, 


It quickly palls deſire. 


Come let's not trifle time away, 


Or ſtop you know not why ; 
Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 
What death yon mean to die! 
Let all your maiden fears be gone, 
And love no more he crok : 
Ah! Liza, when the joys are buon, 


Youn curſe the minutes palt. 
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E wary, my Celia, when Celao;: ſacs, 
Theſe ws are the bane of your charms : 


Beanty, play'd againſt reaſon, will certainly loſe, 


Warring naked with robbers in arms. 


Young Damn d'ſpis?d for his plainneſs of parts, 
Has worti: that w oman would prize; 


He'll run the race aut, though he heavily tarts, 


And a:ftar: e the ſhort-winded w/c. 


Your fol is a ſaint in the temple of love, 


And kneels all his lite there to pray 


Your vit but looks in, and makes haſte to remove, 


Tis a Sage we but Lakes i in his way. 


— — - 
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\TE LLA and Flaria every hour, 
Do various hearts ſurpriſe; 


In Sfella' ſoul lics all her power, 


And Flavia“, in her eyes. 


More boupdleſs Flavia“ conqueſts are, 
And Stc/la*s more confin'd: | 


All can diſcern a face that's fair, 


But tew a lovely mind. 
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| Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns. 
[| Oeer cultivated lands; 


[# Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
5 To rule o'er barren ſands. Is 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauty's only ſtore: 

Thy charms will every day decreaſe, . 

Each day gives Stella more. 


.. Oe ae en Y 
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F all the girls that are fo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sallys 
She is the dailing of my beart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And the lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
And through the ſtreets does cry em | 
Her mother the ſells laces . 1 | 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy *em 
But ſure ſuch folks cou'd ne'er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; | 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And the lives in our alley. 


When ſhe is by, I leave my work, 

I love her ſo fincerely ; 

My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely ; 

But let him bang his belly full, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 

1 She is the darling of my heart, 

F And ihe lives in our alley. 


1 Of all the days are in the week, 
I dearly love but one day, 


— r . ; 2 
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Decauſe I leave him in the lurch, 


She is the darling of my heart, 


00 N © 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturdiy and Monday, 
For then I'm dreſt in all my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sau, 
Sue is the darling of my heart, 
And the lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
And often am I blamed, 


As ſoon as text is named: 
I leave the church in ſermon- time, 
And ilink away with Sal; ; 


And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When C>riftmas comes about again, 


O! then I ſuall have money; 


PI heard it up and box it all, 


And give it to my honey : 


And wou'd it were ten thouſand pound, 


I'd give it all to S 


She is the darling of my heart, 


And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter and the neighbours all, 


Make game of me and Sal), 

And but for her) I'd better be 
A flave and row a galley ; 

But when my ſeven long years are out, 
O! then I'll marry Sy, 


O! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 


But ay not in our alley. 


Ae 
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W3-- youhave a young virgin of fifteen years? 
vou muſt tic klꝭ her fancy with ſweet and dears, 


Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly ſweetly | 


Sing a love-ſonnet, and charm her ears; 
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Wittily, prettily talk her down, 
Chace her, and praiſe her if fair or brown; 
Sgoth her and ſmooth her, 
And teaſe her and plcaſe her, 


. And touch but her imicket, and all's your Wa. 


Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men? 
Witt: the front of ailurance come boldly on; 


De at her each moment, and briſkly briſxly 
Put her in mind, how her time fleals on: 


Rattle and prattle altho' the frown, 
| Rouſe her and touſe her from morn till noon, 
And ſhew her tome hour 
You a:2 able to grapple, 
And get but her writings, and all's your own. 


Do ye fancy a punk of a humour ſree, 


That's kept by a fumbler of quality? 


You mui rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; 
_ Swear her much fairer than all the town, 
Try her and ply her when Culh's gone, 
Dog her and jog her, | 
And meet her and treat her, 


And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own. 
SEEELTETEEEENES KENTEESETEEE LES 
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SHE 
H love! if a God thou wilt be, 
Do juſtice in ſavour of me; 
For yonder approaching I ſee, | 
man with a beard, 
. Who, as I have heard, 
Hath often undone 
Poor maids that have none, 
With ſighing and toying 
And crying and lying, 


A ONE 
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Hr. 
zir maid, by four leave, 
My heart does receive 


Strange ple alure to meet you here: 


Pray tremble not to, 
Nor offer to go, 
I'll do you no harm | ſwear, 
I'll - vou no harm 1 {wcar. 


Sar. 


My mother is ſpinning at home, 


My tather wor bs hard at the loom, 
And we are a milking come; 
Ihe ir dinner they want 
Then pra; ye, Sir, dow! 2 
Make more ado on't, 
Nor give us afront ; 
_ We're none of the town 
Will ly down tor a crown, 


Then away, Sir, and give us room. 


Hz. 
By Phy 94 and Fore 
By honour and wry 


I'll do the ze, dear ſweet, no harm; 


Ye're as freih as a roſe, 

I want one oi the ſe; 
Ah! how ſuch a wiſe would cit. 
Ah! how ſuch a wite would charm. 


Sus. 
And can you then like the old rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull. 
And marry. and look ike n 1001? 
For 1 mult be plain, 
All tries are in vain; 
There's nothing can uin 
Wait you would obtain, 
Like moving and raph, bs 
By wedding, true long 
My leon 2 eurnt at ſchool. 
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Hr. To, 
PH do't by this hand, 
I've houſes and land, 


Eſtate too in good free-hold ; 


My dear, let us join, 
It all ſhall be thine, 


| Beſides a good purſe of gold, 


Deſides a good purſe of gold. 
SHE. 


You m ihe me to bluſh now, I vow, 
Ah me! ſhall I baulk my cow? 


But ſince the late oath you have ſwore, 


Your ſoul ſhall not be 
In danger for me; 
I'll rather agree 
Of two to make three: 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
I There's no more to be ſaid 
And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 
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AIDEN, freſu as 2 roſe, 
Young, buxom, and full of jollity, 
Take no ſpouſe among beaux, 


Fond of their raking quality; 
He who wears 2 long buth, 


All powder'd down from his pericrare, 


And with noſe full of ſnuſh, 


Snuffles out love in a merry vein. 


Who, to dames of high place, 


Does prattle like any parrot too; 


Yet with doxies a brace = 
At nig!1t pigs in a garnet too; 
Patrimony out- run, 


Jo make a bne ſhow to carry the: 


Plaiuly, friend, thou'rt undory 


If ſuch a creature marry thee. 


1 


n 
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Then ſor fear of a bribe, 


Olf flatt'ring noiſe and vanity, 


Yoak a lad of our tribe, 
He'll ſhew the beſt humanity : 
Flashy thou wilt find love, 
In civil as well as ſecular; 
But when the ſpirit doth move, 
We have a giſt particular. 
Though our graveneſs is pride, 
That booby” s the more may venerate, 
He who gets a good bride, 


Can jump when he's 10 generate; 


Off then goes the diſguiſe, 

To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ; 
Then to b= happy and wiſe, 

Take yea and nay to marry thee. 


SONG XVIII. 


A 3T Sunday at St. James pray 78. 
The prince and princeſs by, 


1, dreſs'd all in my wliale - bone airs, 


Sat in a cloſet nigh. 


I bond my knees, 1 held my book, 


Read all the anſwers o' er; > 


But was perverted by a look, 


Which pierc'd me from the door. 


High thoughts of heaven I came to uſe, 
Willi the devouteſt care; 
Which gay young S“, h⁴ν made me loſe, 
And all the raptures there. | 
He wait to hand me io my clur, 
And bow?d with conrtly grace; 
But whiſpe1'd love into mine ar. 
Too warm ſor that grave place. 
Love, love, ſaid he. by all ador'd, 
Mr tender heart has won: 
But I grew peev iſh at the word, 
Deſir'd he m 129t de gone. 
Vor. U. * 
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Hc went quite out of ſight, while I 
A kinder anſwer meant; 
Nor did 1 for-my ſins that day, 
By half ſo much repent. 


S O NG XIX. 
= O VE, thou art the beſt of human joys, 
Our chiefeſt happineſs below; 
- All other 3 are but toys, 
Muſic without thee is but noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty flow. 


Heaven that knew beſt what men could move, 
And raiſe his thouglits above the brute, 
Said, let him be, and let him love, 

Ihat only muſt his ſoul improve, 
___ NowCoer philoſophers diſpute. 
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ES PAIRIN G beſide a clear firearm, 
A ſhepherd iorſaken was laid 
And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. | 
The wind that blew over the plain, 
To Lis fighs with a figh did reply; 
And the brook inraurn te bis pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was; | 
(Thus {ſadly complaining he cry*d) 
When firſt 1 bcheld chat fair face, 
were better by far I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I bleſt her dear tongue. 
When ſae 1miPd it was pleaſure loo great ; 
J Iiſten'd, and cry'd wi.cn the ſung, 
Was wghiingale ever ſo ſweet 15 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
Shit could cout on ſo lowly a clown, 


* 

- 

| 

| 

| 
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Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 

To ſorſake the fine ſolk of the town? 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our maidens in grey, 

Or live in a cottage on love ? 
What chaugh I have ſkill to complain. 

rho' the muſes my temples have crow . 


| Waat tho", when they hear my f6/t ſtrains, 


The virgins fit weeping around ? 


Ah Calin] thy hopes are in vain, 


Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwan, 
Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine. 


All you, my companions ſo dear, 


Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſufer, forbear. | 

Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 
Tho? thro? the wide world I ſhou'd range; 

*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
Twas her's to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant and dic. 


I $iils my hard fare I fuſtain. 


In her breaſt any pity is fonnd, 


Let her come with the nymphs of the plain . 


And ſee me laid low in the 


The laſt humble boon that I crave, 


Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 

Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 
Then to her new love let her go, 

And deck her in golden array ; 


De fine? at every fine ſhow, 


And frolic it al the long day : 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be tall'd of or Gen, 
Unlefs when beneath the pale moon, 
His — ſhall * oy the green 
2 
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SONG XXI. 


„WAs when the ſeas were roaring, 


With hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock rel FM 


Wide o'er the roaring billows, 


She caſt a wilntul look: 


Her head was crown'd with willows, 


That trembled o'er the brook. 


T veetre montas were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days: 

Why didſt thou, "rent'ronms lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 


Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 


And let my lover reft : 


Ah! | what's that troubled mction, 


To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant robb'd of treaſare, 


Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 


| Put war's the loſs of tr2aſare, 


To loſiag of my dear | 

Shou'd you ſome _ be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
Y ou'a find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can you ſay that nature 
Hus nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the water 
Do nideons rocks remain? 
No eye theſe rocks diſcover, 
That Jurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandering lover, 
And laave the maid to weep. 


AV melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe * her dear, 
Repay'd each blaſt with ſighing, 
Fach billow with a tear: 
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When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corps ſhe ſpy'd; 


Then like a lily drooping, 


She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 
"WW i i + WI + q1 8 


7) EMEMBER, Dar: you did tell, 


In chaſtity you lov'd me well ; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my moan : 


To doleful ſhades I will remove, 


Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 


Where poor forſ..ken nympyhs Are ſcen, 


In lonely walks of willow green. 
Upon my dear's deluding tongue, 
Sach ſoft perſuaſive lingunge hung, 


That when his words had filence bi oke, 
You wou'd have thought an angel ſpoke. .. 
Too happy nymph, whoe'er ſue be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 
For oh! I fear it to my cot, 


She's found the heart that 1 have loft. 
Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, 


A ſaake may hide, or take its birth; 


So his falſe breaſt, conceal it did 

His heart, the ſnake that there lay Lid. 

*Tis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 

Since men delight thus to enſnare; 

In man no woman can be Lleſt, 

Their vous are wind, their love a jeſt. 
Ye Gods, in pity to my grief, 

Send me my Damen, or relief; 


Return the wild delicious boy, 


Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy ; 
Eut whilt I'm begging of this bliſs, | 


Methinks I bear you anfwer thus, 


ien Damon has enj;y*# he feos, 
ho fees him, lues; awho laues him, dirs. 
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There's not a bird that haunts the grove, 

But is a witneſs of my love: 

Now all the bleeters on the plain 

Seem ſympathizers in my pain: 

_ Eeho's repeat my plairtive moans; 

Ine waters 1mitate my groans z 

The trees their bending boughs recline, 

And droop the.r heads as Ido mine. 


eee 


S ON Q XXIII. 


N a bank, befide a willow, 
Heaven her covering, earth her 4. 
Sad Aimynta ſigh'd alone: 
From the chearleſs dawn of morning. 
1 the dews of night returning, 
dinging, thus ſhe made her moan, 
Hope is baniſh'd, | 
Joys are vaniſh'd, 
Dany my belov'd is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Buch a youth and ſuch a lover: 
Oh! ſo true, fo kind was hc! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Cherming in Bis every ſeature; 
Dany liv'd alone for me: 
bleiung kiſſes, 
Murm' ring bliſſes, 
Tho ſo liv'd and lov'd as we 


Never ſhall we curſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore; 
Never ſhall ve both lie dying, 
Nature failing, love ſapplying 
All the joys he drain'd before : 
To ef; iend me, | 
| Death. come, end me, 
Love and Dann are no more. 


Fr Cr; 
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He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


And ſhe too, kind concern expreſt, 


As made it eaſily foreſeen, 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful bend, 


Since you appear'd upon the plain; 


Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart ; 


But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 
To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your paia. 
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| ZEX75S ſnun'd his felow ſwains, 
A Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains, 
(Heaven guard us all from Cuzid's bow; } 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand'ring thre? the lonely rocks, 


The nyraphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 
He ſigh'd; but could not ſpeak. 
Clarinda came among the reſt, 


And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe; " 
She aſk'd ; but with an air and mein, 


She fear d too much to know. 


And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal; 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear. 
Which e bear. ofJend your ear, | 

But that you bid me tell ? 


*Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 
You are the cauſe of all my care: 


'Ten thouſand torments vex my heart ; 
I love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard. 
Tis what I thought, 'tis what ] icar'd ; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd ; 


He bow'd, obey'd, and dy d. 
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S ON G XXV. 


HY ſo pale and wan, fond lover ? 


Prithee, why fo pale? ? 
Will. when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee, why ſo pale ? 


Why ſo dull and mute, young ſinner ? | 
"Prithee, why ſo mute ? | 

Will, when ſpeaking well can't win Ler, 
S iying nothing do't ? 
Prithee, why ſo mute? 


Quit, quit for ſhame ; this wil not move, 


This cannot take her; 


II of herſclt ſhe will not love, 


Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her 
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S ON XXVI. 


Y friend and I, 
We drank whole piſs. pots. 
Full of ſack up to the brim : | 
I drank to my friend, | 
And he drank ls pot. 
So we put about the, whim : 
Three bottles and a q 
We ſwallow'd down our throat, | 
(But hang ſuch puny ſips as . 0 
We laid us all along, 


With our months unto the bung. 


And tipt whole hogſheads off with eaſe. 


Lheard of a ſop 
That drank whole tankards, | 
Styl'd himſelf the prince of ſots : 


Par I fay now, bang 


Such filly drunkards, 1 
Melt their flagons, break their res. 


A 
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My ſriend and I did j join 
For a cellar full of wine. 
And we drank the viatner out of door ; 
We drank it all up 
In a morning, at a ſup, 
And greeily rov'Q about for more. 


My F jend tO me 
Did make this mat; m. 
Let us to the vintage: tip: . 


Then we embark'd 


Upon tlie ocean, 
Where we found a $ aui lip 


De cep laden with wine, 


Which was ſaperfine. 
The ſailors ſwore five sel tun; 5 


We ſdrank it all at ſea, 


E're we came unto the ker, 


And the merchant ſwore he was que undone. 


My friend, not having 

Quench'd his thirſt, 

Said, Let's to the vineyards haſte: 
Straight then we ſail'd 

To the Gonaries, 

Which afforded juſt a taſte ; 
From thence unto the Rixe, 


i Where we drank up all the wine, 


Till Bacchus 3 Hold ye ſots, or you die, 
And ſwore he never found, | 
In his univerſal round, 
Such thirſty ſouls as my friend and 6 


Out fie! cries one, 
Ili"hat a beaft he makes him, 
He can neither Hand nor go. 
Ort you beaſt, you, 
 Yow're much miſtaken, | 
When Cer knew you a beaſt drink ſos 


Tis when we drink the leaſt, 


That we drink moſt like a beaſt ; 
But when we carouſe it {ax in hand 
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»Pis then, and only then. 
That we drink the moſt like men. 85 
When we drink till we can neither go nor hat. 


S ON G XXVII. 


E T ſoldiers fight for prey cr praiſe, . 
And money be the miſer's with, 
Poor ſcholars Rudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their dith : 
"Tis wins, pure wins revives fad ſouls 3 
Therefure fil us th: chearing bowls. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 
And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear : 
Pure wine is native red and white: 


Ji wine, &c. 


The backward ſpirit it makes hs. 
That lively which before was dull; 
the heart that loves to ſave, | 
And kindneſs own from cups i full: 1 
Tit mine, &c. 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 

But they want nothing that are drunk: 
Zis wine, pure wine reviver ſad fouls 


De. give ur the chearing boculr. 


S ON G xxvIII. 


Aae LL, my bonny, bonny, witty pretty Mug 
And a' the roſy laſſes milking on the Boss 
Adieu the flow'ry meadows, aft ſae dear to 7ocky, 
The ſports and merry glee of Edinboroau town: 
Since French and Spaniſh louns ſtand at bay, 
And valiant lads of Britaln hold em play, 
My reap-hook I maun caſt quite Fs 
And fight too like a man, 
* em for our royal queen Aure. 
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Each carle of Iriſh mettle battles like a dragon: 

The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the drum; 
The Italian and the butter bowzy Hogan M gan: 

Good-faith then, Scor7:/Þ Ficky mauna ly at hame: 
For ſince they are ganging to hunt renown, 
And ſwear they'il quickly ding auld Mor: :/zcur down, 
V1 follow for a pluck at his crown, 

To ſhew that Scztiand can 

Excel 'em {or our royal queen Anne. 


Then welcome from Vip, 

And cudgelling Den Diego, 
With aruttins raſcallions, 
And rl: indering Ulle galleons: Mi 
Lach bi iſł v aliant fell e 
Fought at Rændendelleuo, 
And thoſe who did meet 

With the New/9nrdlard fleet; 
When lor late tucc:fles, - 
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Which Europe conſeiſſes, | 
At lar d by our gallant commanders; 
Ihe Dai. h in ſtrong beer, 
Should be drunk for a year, 


With their genera 8 health! m Flau. lers. 
e 8 
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HE ordnance aboard, 
Sach joys does afford. 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e' er more can denre: 
Each member repairs 
From the tower to the ſtairs, 
And by water wh, and by water 051 5 
By water they all go to fire. 


Of each piece that's a ſhore, 
They ſearch irom the bore ; | 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
To proving they 8⁰ in fair weather: 


To have heard boo huza, bes huzza, Los huzza, Sol 
| 


The bottle tands before ye: * 


Be thought on at more leifizre . 


To be a party- minion. 


And be of one opinion 
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Their glaſſes are large, 1 


And whene'er they diſcharge, | 
There's a 50 huzza, a boo huzza, a 6:9 huzza, | 
| = 


Cuns and bumpers go off together. 


Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars, 

To enable him, enable him, enable him, 
Enable him to conquer the ſaſter : 
But Marr had he been 

Upon our Moclavich green, 


He'd have own'd great Marlbercugh his maſter. 
4 2222 *. . po : 


LL ONnGQo- XXX. 
L. E AVE off your fooliſh prating, 
4 Talk no more of IW//g aud TOs - 


Tut dri ak fo «ir claſs, 
Round let it pats, 


Fill it up to the top. 


Let the night with mirth be crown a, 


Drink about, ſee it out, | 
Lore 2 and friendſhip {till go round. 


If claret be a Uleſſing,, 

This night devote to pleaſure; : | 
Let worldly cares, „ | 
And Rate affairs, | | 1 


Ti'] it up to the top, 5 


Let the night with joy be crown q, 


Di ink about, ſee it ont, 


Love and friendiliip ſtill go round. 


If any is ſo zealons, 


Let him drink like me, 
_ We'll ſoon agree, 


| 
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Fill your glaſs, name your laſs, 
Jee her health go ſweetly round, 

Drink about, ſee it out, 
Let the night with joy be crown'd. 
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S ON G KXXXI. 


X/ E'LL drink, and well never have done, bcys, 
WW Put the glaſs then around with the ſun, r 
Let Appoll's example invite us, 


VL. 


For he's drunk every night, 


That makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next morning to light us. 


Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 


Unknown to Turk and the Perjiar : 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 


And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee; 


While the brave Z7:7:25 ſing, 
And drink healths to their 47g. 


| And a fig for their ſultan and fply- 


5 See d D ο 


S O N G XXXII. 


HILE the We } is thinking, 
Wich my friend I'll be drinking, 


And with vigour purſue my delight; 


While the fool is deſig uing, 
His ſatal confining, 


With Bacchus I'll ipend the whole night. 


With the God Vil be jolly, 
Without madneſs and folly, 


Fickle woman to mary implote ; 


Leave my bottle and friend, 
For ſo fooliſh an end! 


When 1 do, may Ir never drink more. 


Vor. II. D 
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\ ELIA, let not pride undo you, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on; 


Let not Dam (till purſue you, 
Still in vain, till love is gone: 


See how fair the blooming roſe is, 


See by all how juſtly priz'd, 


But when it its beauty loſes, 


See the wither'd thing defpis'd. 


| When theſe charms that youth have lent you, 
__ ___ Like the roſes are decay d. 
Celia, you'll too late repent you, 


And be forc'd to die a maid ! 


- "Diva eld? den maid? Ge n maid! 4 


Celia you'll too late repent you, 


And be torc'd to die a maid! 
4+444++DSL 
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1 range around the ſhady bowers, 


And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers ; 
I'll rip the garden and the grove, 
To make a 1 for my love. 


When in the ſultry heat of day, 


My thirſty nymph does panting ly, 
I'll haſten to the fountain's brink, 
And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink. 


At night, when ſhe ſhull weary prove, 
A graſſy bed I'll make my love, 


And with green boughs Ill form a ſhade, 


That nothing may her rell invade. 


And whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe —_ 

Myſelt ſhall never cloſe thoſe eyes; 

But gazing ftill with fond delight, 
vi watch my charmer ali the night. 
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| And then, as [ on as chearful day 


Diſpels the gloomy ſhales away, 
Forth to the foreſt I'll repair, | 
And find proviſion for my fair. 
Thus will 1 ſpend the day and night, 

Still mixing pleaſure with delight: 


Regarding nothing J endure, 


So I can eaſe for her procure. 
But if the maid whom thus 1 love, 
Should cer unkind and faithleſs prove, 
I'll ſeek ſome diſinal diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 
- S O N G XXXV. 
HOUGH cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am truc ; 


Yet, Ph:lis, you love a falſe ſwain, 


Who his other nymplis in his view. 

Enjoyment's a trifle to him, | 
To me what a heaven it would be? 

To him but a woman you ſecm, 


But ah! you're an angel to me: 
Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 


To them I for ever could grow, 


Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 


Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
That arm, like a lily fo white, | 
Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 

My boſom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would preſs it all day. 


Were I like a monarch to reign, 


Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in 2 cottage with Thee. 
But if I muſt feel thy diſdain, 
If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
O!] let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my * a frown. 
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8 ON XXXVI. 
FROM roſy bowers, where ſleeps the god of love, 
Hither, ye little waiting Cz7:d-, fly; 
Teach me, in ſoſt melodious ſong, to move 
With tender paſſion my heart's darling j joy : 
Ah! let the ſoul of muſic tune my voice. 
Jo win dear Strephon, who my ſoul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing 
Is, to he briik and airy, 
With a Rep and a bound, 
And a friſk from the ground, 
I'll trip like any fairy: 
As once on Ila dancing, 
Were three celeſtial Bo 
With an air and a face, 
And a ſhape and a grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's oddelh. 


Ah! ! ah! ?tis in vain, 'tis all in vain, 
W. and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain | 
Cold deſpür, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain, 
Falls on my breaſl ; black winds in tempeſts 1 
I y rains all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 

My pulſe heats a dead march for loſt repcſe, 

And to a ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze 


Or ſay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſel!, or drown 
Amongſt the foaming billows, 
Increating all with tears I ſhed; 
On beds of Ooze and cryſtal pillows 
Lay down my love ſick- head? 


No, no, I'll ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my heart will warm; 
When once the ſenie is flu, 


Love has no power to charm : 

Wild thro? the woods I'll fly. 

My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſand thouſand deaths I'll die, . 

Erc thus ia vain! ere chus u vain adore. | | 
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SON G XXXVIL 
I! lead me to ſome peaceful gloom, 
Where none but ſighing lovers come; 


Where the ſhrill trumpets never ſound, 


But one eternal huſh goes round. 


There let me ſooth my pleaſing Pain, 
And never think of war again; 


What glory can a lover have 
2 yet be ſtill a ſlave? 


$ONG xxXVIII. 
H! lead me to ſome peaceful room, 


Where none but honeſt ſellows * . 


Where wives loud clappers never found, 


But an eternal laugh goes round. 


There let me drown in wine my pain, 


And never think of home again: 


What comfort can a huſband have, 
To rule the houſe where he's s a ſlave? 


S ON G XXXIX 


10 Us Selinde goes to prayers 
If I but aſk a favour; ; 


And yet the tender fool's in tears, 


When ſhe believes Pl leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 


Would ſhe cou'd make of me a ſaint, 


Or J of her a ſinner. 


E E, fee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 

And now the ſun begins to riſe ; 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair e yer 
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With light united, day they give ; | | ? 
But different fates ere ed. i Fulfill: | 
How many by his warmth will live ! 1 2 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 5 
| | 2 | 
$0000000000+22220 0000000400 | 
S O N G XII. 3 
O UN G Corydor: and Phillis : I 
Sat in a lovely = 4 I 
Contriving crowns of lili L 
Repeating tales of love, LS 
And ſomething elſe, but what I dare not name, «0 
But, as they were a playing, „„ 
She ogled ſo the ſwain, | | | 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, _ B 
Let's kifc to eaſe our pain, &c. | 
A thouſand times he kifs'd her | 
D Upon the flow'ry green: | 
But as he further preſt her, . 
A pretty leg was ſeen, &c. 


Zo many beauties viewing, 
His ardaur Rull encreas'd; 
And, greater Joys purſuing, 
He wander'd o'er her breaſt, &c. 


A laſt effort ſhe trying, 


His paſſion to wir hſtand, 


Cry'd, (but 'twas famtly crying) 


Fray take away y, ur hand, cc. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 


e minutes wou'd improve; 
This is the time, he told her, 
To ſhew how much I love, &c 


The nympb ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous heat; 


She kiſs d, and told him ſighing. 


0p dear, your love | is * &c. 


— 


> 


— --- 


"> Mg 


— 
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Put Phil:s did recover 
Much ſooner than the ſwain ; 


She bluſhing, aſk*d her lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again? &:. 


Thus love his revels keeping, 
Till nature at a Rand, 


From talk they fell to ſleeping, 
Holding each others hand, Cc. 


| 44 . 06 u. „ „ 1 8 | 
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EE, ſee, my Sergphina comes, 
Adorn'd with every grace; 


Look, Gods, from your celeſtial dome, 


And view her charming face. 


Then ſearch, and ſee, if you can bod, 


In all your ſacred groves, 
A nymph or goddeſs ſo divine, 
As the whom Strephor: loves. 


lee % en ede 


Ss ON G XLUL 
| SHE. 
\R A Ye now, Jahn, let Ju prevad, 


Doff my ſword, and take a fail ; 
Wounds and blov7s, and ſcorchiug heat, 


Wil abroad be all you'll get. 


*Zounds ! you are mad, ye ſimple * 
Begone, and don't prate. 
S HE 
How think ye | ſhall do, OY 
With Hob and Sue, 


And all our brats when wanting you? 


H x. 
When 1 am rich with plunder, 


3 


5 Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. : E 
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| S u E. 3 
My ſtare will be but ſmall, I ſear, 


When bold dragoons have been pickering there, -. 
And the flea flints the Germany trip 'em bare. | 
H E. 
Mind your ſpinning, 
Mend your linen, 
Look to your cheeſe, you, 
Four pig and your geeſe t06. 
SHE. . 
No, no, I' ramble ovt with you. 
—_ I -3 
Blood and fire, if you tire 1 
Thus my patience, -. 
With veraticns and narrations, 


Thumping, thumping, thumping, 
Is the fatal 


word, Joan. „%% 
SHE 


H x. 


lenken! that hoff ſhall never do. 


SnE. 


| Come, come, Job, les buls and befriends, 
Thus ſtill, thus love's quarrel ends; 
U my tongue ſometimes let run, 
| Dut, alas! I ſoon have done. 


|: F TR 
"Tis well you're quaſh'd 
You'd elſe been thraſh'd,.. 
Sure as my name is 7chn. 
- KC 
Ya fata I'd know for what 
You're all fo hot, 
W 
H x. 
Fetuse will prove kind, 


And we ſhall then grow great. 


I I 
3 


SO. Ä 


| 
| 
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3 SHE. 
Crow preat ! 

And want both drink and meat, 
And coin, unleſ the pamper'd French you beat: 
Ah yy take care 7:hn! 

| And learn more Wit. 
H E 
Dare you prate ai, 
At this rate (till, 
And like a vermin, 
Grudge my preferment. 
H E. 


You'll beg, or get a wooden leg, 
| He. 


' Nay, if bawling, catterwawling, 
Tittle tattle, prittle prattle, 
| S.till mulſt rattle; 
I'll be gone, and ſtraight aboard. 
"Sue. 
Do, do, and ſo ſhall Hob and Sue, 
Jug tod, and all the ragged crew. 
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He.. 
Ince times are fo bad, I mult tell thee, ſweet heart, 
Pm thinking to leave off my plough and my cart, 


: And to the fair city a journey I'll go, 


Lo better my fortune as other folks do, 
Since ſome have from ditches, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 

Been rais'd to be rulers, 
And wallow'd in riches, 


Pray thee, come, come, come, come from thy wheel L 


For if the gipſies don't lie, 


x ell he a governar too ere I die. 
S HE. 


Ah Clin! by all thy late doings 1 find, 


With ſorrow and trouble, the Pride of thy mind ; 3. 
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Our ſheep now at random diſforder!y run, 
And now Sund y' jacket goes every day on; 
Ah! what do'ſt thou, what do'lt thou, what do'ſt 
thou mean 
H x. 
To make my ſhnes clean, 
And foot it to court to tlie king and tlie queen, 
Where, ſhewing my Parts, | prebermacat ſhall win. 
HE. 


Fie ! ris better for us to plough ad to ſpin; 


For, as to the court, when thou happen'it to try, 


Thou'll find nothing got there. unleſs thou can'ſt buy; 


For money, the devil and all's to be ſound, 


But no good parts minded without the good pound. 


HE. 
Why, then I'll take arms, and follow alarms, 
Hunt honour, that now a. day plaguely charms. | 
SHE. 


: And fo laſe a limb by a ſhot or a blow, 


6 leaving Ge plow. 
Suppoſe] turn fler 


H e 
What wiak a thou of the road then? 
S8 MR. 
The high way to be hang d. 
E. 
Nice pimping howe'er yields profit for ”P 


TI belp ſome fine lord to another's fine wiſe. 


SHE. 
That's L amongſt the town crew : | 
For fome of them will do the ſame thing by you ; 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in; 


Faith, Colin, tis better I 6 
Will nothing prefer __— vhan think'ſ of the law! | 


8 Hr. 


Ob! while you live, Colin, kerp ou: of that paw. 


r 2 


Arm ( .. r — 


6 T — 


— 


moi 2 


do'lt 
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way : 
There's no one minds now what theſe black cattle ſay, 


5 Ambition's a trade no contentment can ſhow. 


Let all our whole care. Oc. 
eee. 7 Nr N 


I'll cant and I'll pray. ; 
8 HE. 
Ah! there's nought got that 


Let all our whole care be our farming affair. 


© 
To make our corn grow, and our apple-trees bear. 


Born. 


—_—_— 7 7 * 
So PII to my diltaff. 
| „ -I® 
And [I'll to my plow. 
BO ru AGain. 


SONG XLV. 


H E. 
H ERE oxen do low, 
And apple-trees grow; 
Where corn is ſown, 
And graſs is mown ; 
Fate, give me for life a place. 


| 8 HE. 

Where hay s well cock'd, 
And udders are ſtroak'd; 
Where duck and drake 

Cry, quack quack, quack ; 
Where turkeys lay eggs, 

And ſwine ſuckle pigs : 

On! there would I paſs my days. 


HE. 
On nought we will feed, 
But what we can breed: 


SHE 
And wear on our backs 
The wool of our flocks ; 
And though linen feel 


Rovgh, ſpun from the wheel, 


 ?Tis cleanly tho? coarſe it comes. 


H E. 
Town follies and cullies, 
And Mollies and Dollies, 
For ever adieu, and for ever. 
SHE. 
And beaux. that in boxes, 
I.ye ſmugg ling their doxies. 


HE. 
Good b'uye to the mall, 
"The park and canal, 
St. Jane's ſquare, 
And flaunters chere, 
The gaming houſe too, 
Where high dice and low 


: Are manay's by all * ; 


SHE. 
Adieu to the knizht 
Was bubled laſt night, 
That keeps a blow ze, 
And beats his ſpouſe, 
And then in great haſte, 
To pay what he as loſt, 


Sends home to cut down his trees. 


AK 

And well fare the lad 
Improves every clod. 

Who ne'er ſets his hard 
To bill or to bond: 
SH E. 
Nor barters his flocks 
For wine or the pox, 


To chouſe him of half his day: 
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With wigs that hang down to their bums. 


* 


ed W A. . 


— ——_. _ 


* 
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* 
7 
tf 


Whoſe lips when pity em, 
3 the bean blofſom ; 


Hide park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 
Altho' Guy be choad with Guſt. 
* H E. 
Farewell the law gown, 
The plague of the town, 
And foes of the crown, 
That thou'd be run down. 
| SHE. 
With city jack-daws, 
That make ſtaple laws, 


To meaſure by yards and ells. 


=: 
Stock jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 


We know what you're doing; 


And home we are going: 


And ſo you may ring your bells. 
E 


VOI. II. 
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3 
O F all comforts I miſcarried, 


Vis a trap there's none need doubt on't ; 
c fain get out onꝰt. 
1 
Fie ! my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take, and bind your bead, 
Joo much drink your brains have dos d, 
You'll be quite alter d when repos'd. 
HE. 
?Oons! "tis all one if I'm up or ly down, 
mmm | 7 "Aboard 
„ 3 ny 
Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was J. was I made a wife to lie alone? 
„ 
From your arms myſelf divorcing, 
I this mora muſt ride a courting, 
A ſport that far excels a adam, 
Or all the wives have been ſince Adam. 
AS 
I, when thus Fee lot my due, 
Muſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
And whilk you tope it all the day, 
| 2 


| Pox, what care I! drink your flops un you die; ; 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month trom bome. 


SHE. 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted ; 


When l, when I ſend ” you, my dear, Fray come. 
E. | 


Ere I be from rambling hindred, 

I'll renounce my ſpouſe and kudred ; 

To be ſober I've no leaſure, | 
What's a man without his pleaſure ? 


When | play'd the for and married: 


4 oo 


$ ON G 8s. 267 
Sur. | 


To my grief then I mult fee, 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be; 


| Whilſt you carouſe it with your blades 


Poor ** with my maids. 
He. 
Zounds! you may go to your goſſips, you know, 


* with a friend, pray do. 


OHE. 


Go, ye joker, go, provoker, 


| Never never ſhall i meet a man like you. 


s © N G VI. 


RET Ty parrot, diy, when I was away 
And in dull abſence paſs*d 5 a 
What at home was doi : 

OO TOs 
We were | 
| Night and day, 

Oat dar 5 


ene wing: 
Singing, laughing all. like pretty pretty pl. 
Was no fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 


And like a ſaucy lover would 
” Court and teaze my lady 
A thing you know, 
Made for ſhow, 
_ Call'd a beau, 
| Near her was always really, 


Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


Tell me with what air he approach'd the fair 


And how ſhe could with patience bear 
All he did and utter'd? | 
He flill oddreſ; 7d, 
Still careſi'd, 
Kiſi'd and preſi'd, 
Sung, pratel d, laugh'd, and flutter'd : 


ell receiv'd i in all, like 2 5 pretty Tall. 
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ny away, at the cloſe of the day, 
ever ule to ſtay, 
In a corner dodging? 
The want of light, 
Men fauna nicht 
Seil ' d my fight ; 
But I Believe his hedging 
Was evithin her call, ble prey fen pl 
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gung by PixzaxzLLo, Merry Andrew to Levenico 


the Mountebank Doctor. 


E RE are people and ſports, 
Of all ſizes and ſorts, 
Coach'd damſel and fquire 
And mob in the mire, 
Tarpaulins, Tru 
Lords, Ladies, fows babies, 
And lobies in ſores: 


Wich legions of furbelow'd whores; 
| To the tavern ſome go, 

And ſome to a ſhow, 

See poppets for moppets, 

Jack puddens for cuddens, | 


In tally- man's furbelow'd clothes. | 
The mob's joys would you know, 
To yon mulic-houſe go, 


ene 


: 
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See tailors and failors, 
Here muſic makes you lick ; 


The Second Part. 


4 EE, Sirs, ſee here! a doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home ! 


Here take my bills, they cure all ills, 


Paſt, preſent, and to come ; 
The cramp, the Riitch, the ſquirt, the ich; 
The gout, the ſtone, the por, Y 


The mulligrubs, the 1 


And all F Pandora's box : 
Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected, 

And ſuch cures effected, 


As none e er can tell: 


Let the palſy ſhake ye, 
Let the colic rack re, 
Let the crinkrums break ye, 
Let the murrain take ye, 
Take this, take this, and you are well 
Thouſands, &c. 


Come, wits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen 
And beaux who've ſprain'd your backs, 


Great bell y'd maids, old founder'd jades, 
And pepper'd vizard cracks ; 

I ſoon remove the pains of love, 
And cure the amorous maid, 


The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 


The living and the dead; 
E 3 


I clear the lafs with wainſcot-face, 


Their odorif*rous breath 


Of purling 
+} ＋— "OY 
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And from pim-ginets free 
Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 
Wich toping ratafie. 

This, with a jirk, will de your work, 
Aud ſcour you o'er and o'er; 


Read, judpe, and try; and if dic, 
. 9 


: H1 the charming moth of May 
O", When the breezes 4 


Charming, charming month of May. 


| Ob! what joys our proſpects yield, 


When in new livery 
We ſee every 


Boſh and meadow, tree and Geld ; 
C3! what jr, c. Charming vn 4e 


Ch! how freſh the morning air, 


When the zephyrs 
And the heifers 


compare; 
Ch! tow freſh, &c. Charming freſh, c. 


Oh! how ſweet at night to dream 


On molly pillows, 
By the trillows 


Oh ! how kind the country laſs, 
Who her cow bilking, 

_ Leaves her 

For a green-gown on the x 


Us! how bind, ic. Charming kind, ue. 


re TT 3 pow rouge Flip 
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Oh! how ſweet it is to {py, 
At the concluſion, 

Her deep confulion, 
checks and don · caſt eye: 


Bluſhing 8 
0h! how ſcuect, &c. Charming ſweet, Ice. 
Oh! the charming curds and cream, 
When all is over, 
She gives her lover, 


Who on the ſkimming diſh carves her name. 


Ch! the charming curds and cream, 
Charming, charming, &c. 


| asses eee sees 


S O N G L. 
UPID, god of pleaſing: 
Teach th? enamour'd . to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce deſires to know, 


Heroes would be loſt in Rory, 
Did not love inſpire their 


glory, 
Love does all that's great below. 
OO TITTY 
S. 0 N G LI. 
Y Chloe, why do ye light me, 
Since all you aſk you have ? 
No more with frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me like a ſlave: 


Good nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful lover, 


I'll be no more a rover, 


„ 


My grief would all be flown; 
Were | the kind phyſician, 
And you the patient grown: 
Al on you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, | 
 Enforc'd with generous pity, 
Then make my caſe your own.- 
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The ſilver ſwan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious lays, 
Like him, when love is flying, 
In ſongs I'll end my days: 
But know, thou cruel creature, 
My foul ſhall mount the fleeter, | 
And I ſhall fing the ſweeter, | 
By warbling forth thy praiſe. 
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IN this grove my Strep ben wall'd, 
| . 
Here be lov'd, &. 
In this place his loſs I prove, 
A ſad remembrance of our love, 
O! fad remembrance of our love. 


In this grove my Sgrepſun ſtray'd, 
Here he ſmil'd Ar there betray'd; : 
Here he ſmil®d, &c. 

E' ry whiſp'ring breeze can tell, 
view: 1, poor I believing, fell, 

Ah! By too ſoon belicving, fell. 


By this ſtream my Sirephon mov'd, . 
Are hair and thine he how's; 
Flere he ſung. bc. 

Every eam and every tree, 

On this my Strephon lean'd, 

Ab for hae farhlak Gland 4 

A lovely foe, &c. 

Ye verdant banks, each fiream and grove - 
Once joyous ſcenes, now diſmal prove, 
* - 


wane 
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TP AANSPORTED wit pleaſure 
| I gaze on new treaſure, 


And raviſh my fight ; 
While ſhe gaily tmiling, 
My anguiſh beguiling, 

Augments my delight. 
How bleſs'd is a lover, 


Whoſe torment is over, 


His fears and his pain ; 


| When beauty relenting, 


Repays with conſenting 
PH Cern and Gdan | 


ſpring did appear, 


To chuſe a May lady © 


To govern the year ; 


: All the nymphs were in white, 
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Forbear your addreſſes, 
And court us no more; 
For we will perform 
What the deity ſwore : 
But if you dare*think 
Of deſerving our charms, ' 
Away with your ſheep-hooks 
And take to your arms: 
Then laurels and myrtles 
Your brows ſhall ad 
When Pan and fair Fyri 
In ate return. 
50 O N G 


a walk d alone, 
The feather'd 4 face came folily down, - 
Like Fove from his tower, 
To court her in a filver ſhower : 
The flakes flew to her breaſts, 
As little birds into their neſts; 

But ontdone with whiteneſs there, 
For armed: into a tear; 


LV. 


8 


r as. os. a, a ns oh A 
0 


> 
4 
8 
2 
f 
| 
5 


1 — r IEEE. ' AIDS} — * 


Aurora ſhews ye 
No face ſo roſie, 
No Fuly poſie 

8 gel and gay. 
Her ſkin by nature, 
No Ermir better, 


Is white as ſnow; 
Adorn'd her face is, 
Her flowing traces 
As black as ſloe. 


She's ſoft and tender; 


Some God commend her; 
My wit's too low: 


Twere joyful plunder, 
To bring her under, 


She's all a wonder ; 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, 
To quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 


Our minds are free: 


5 Though great your {kill is, 
My love for Phillis 


Muſt ever be. 
SONG LVA. 


O N E evening as I lay 


A- muſing in a grove, 


A nymph exceeding gay 


Came there to ſeek her love; 


But finding not her ſwain, 


She fat her down to grieve, 


And thus ſhe did complain, 
How men her ſex deceive. 
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| — half che pain; 
Uncertain as the ſeas, 


Wich me, to take her part: . 
Then bowing to the fair, 
1 made my kind addreſs, 
And vow'd to bear a ſhare. 
In her unhappineſs. 
| Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, 
And ſtrove from me to fly: 
I told her I'd diſcloſe 
For grief a 1 
Then, with a ſmiling look, 
Said ſhe, to aſſuage the ſtorm, 
I doubt you've undertook OE 
A taſk you can't perform. 
Since proof convinces beſt, 
Fair maid, believe it true, 
That rage is but a jeſt, 
To what revenge can do : 
Then ſerve him in his kind, 
And fit the fool again, 


Such charms were ner deſign'd 


For ſuch a faithleſs ſwair. 
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1 courted her with care, 

Till her ſoft ſoul gave way 
And from her breaſt ſo fair 

Stole the ſweet heart away. 
Then ſhe with ſmiles conteſs'd 

Her mind felt no more pain, 
While ſhe was thus careſs'd 

By ſuch a lovely ſwain. 


—— ++ << $» 5 eee . 
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D O not aſk me, charming P/ illis, 


Why I lead you here alone, 


| By this bank of pinks and lilies, 


And of roſes newly blown ? 


Tie not to behold the beauty 


Of theſe flow'rs that crown the ſpring”; 
Tis to——but I know my duty, 


Tis at worſt but her denying, 


Why ſhou'd I thus fearful be? 


Every minute, gently flying, 


Smiles and ſays, Make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to the roſes, 
While the beams play ſweetly in, 


I would ——but my fear oppoſes, 


And I dare not name the thing. 
Yet I die if I conceal it "BY 


Aſk my eyes, or aſk your own, 
And it neither can reveal it, 


Think what lovers think alone. 
On this bank of pinks and likes, 


Might I ſpeak what I would do, 


I wou'd —with my lovely Phillis, 
i wou'd; I would ——— Ah! wou'd vox. 


Vor. II. 'Þ 
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III L I. IS, che faireſt of love's foes, 
Tho' fiercer than a dragon, * 
illi, that ſcorn'd the powder 'd beaux, 
What has ſhe now to brag _ 5 
What has ſhe now to brag on 
bat has ſho, &c. 
So long ſhe kept her limbs ſo cloſe 
Tul they have ſcarce a ragen. 
 Compell'd thro* want the wretched maid 
| Did fad complaints begin, | 
Which ſurly Szrerhon hearing ſaid, 
It was both ſhame and fin, 
It was both ſhame ar:d * 
I. was btb, &c. 
To pity ſuch a lazy jade, 
Wou' d neither kiſs nor ſpin. 
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WW HEN Chhe we ply, | 
We iwear we ſhall dic, 
Her eyes do our heart fo entlical ; 
But 'tis for her pelf, 
And not for herſelf; 
Tis all artifice, art ice all. 
The maidens are coy, 
They'ii piſh! and they'l! fie! 
And ſwear if you're rude, they will call ; 
But whlutper to low, 
By which you may know, 
TTis all artifice, artitice all. 


My dear, the wives cry, 
I ever you die, ä 
To marry again I never ſhall; 
But lefs than a year, 
Will make it appear, 
TTis all arliſice, artifice all. 


2e % tray mz 


In matters of Rate, | 
And party-debate, 


For church and for juſtice we bawl ; 


But if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the end, 
Tis all artifice, artifice all. 
S ON G LXI. 


The Parſn among the Peaſe, 
N E long Whitſun holiday, 


Phillida, a welladay ! 
Met in the peaſe; 


They long had community, 


He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 


font unity, nought but opportunity 


Scanting was wanting 
Their ba to eaſe, 


But now fortune's cruelty, cruelty, 
Lou vill ſee; for as they lie, 


In cloſe hug, Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomini 

3 Chanc'd to come by. : 
He read prayers i' the family 


No way now to frame a lie, 


They ſcar'd at old homily, 


Homily, Homily, 


Both away flz. 
Home, ſoon as he ſaw the ſi ght, 


Full of ſpite. as a kite runs * recubite, 
Like a noiſy hypocrite, 


Hypocrite, hypocrite, 
Miſchief to ſay 
Save he wou'd fair Paillid i, 


Phillida, Phillida drefi”d that holiday; 


But poor Ralph, ah welladay! 


Welladay ! welladay! 


Turn'd was away. 
F 2 


Holiday, holiday, it was a jolly day 
Young Ralph, buxom Phillida, 


] 
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Ads nigs, cries Sir Domme 
Gemini Gomini, ſhall a rogue Ray, 
J'o baulk me, as commonly 
Commonly, commonly, 
Has been the way? 
No, I ſerve the family, 
They know nought to blame me by, 
I read prayers and homily, | 
Homily, homilys 
I Thrcetimes a day. 


. 
8 0 N LXII. 


O W happy are we, 
Who from thinking are free, 
e 


ulge every taſte, 
Love where we like beſt, 


Not by dull reputation confn- d! 
When we're young fit to toy, 
Gay delights we enjoy, 
And have crowds of new lovers ſtill wooing; 
When we're ald and decay'd, 
| We procure for the trade, 
Still in every age we ar: doing. 


If a cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get 
Every day, for che next never think: 
When we die, where we go 
We have no ſenſe to know, 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 


FF 
SONG ILXIII. 


NE April morn, when from the ſea 
/ Phabus was juſt appearing 
Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long ſettled love ., : 
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Met in a grove, to vent their ſpleen 
On parents unrelenting : 
He bred of Tory race had been, 
She of the tribe diſſenting. 
Celia, whoſe eyes outſhone the pod, 
Newly the hill adorning, 
Told him, mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſſing pray'rs that morning; 
Damon, his arm about her waiſt, 
Swore, that nought ſhould them ſunder 


Shou'd my rough dad know how I'm bleſs'd. 


Twou'd make him roar like thunder. 


Great ones made by ambition blind, 


By faction ſtill ſupport it, 

Or where vile money taints the lad, 
They for convenience court it; 
But by Love, that ſcorns to ihew 

Party ſhou'd raiſe his glory, 


Swears he'll exalt a vaſlal true, 


Let it be Whig or Tory. 
$ 0 n- G6 Lv. 
HONG the willens en the 5 

Where nymphs and ſhepherds be 


| Young Willy courted bonny Beſs; 


And Nell ſtood liſt'ning by. 


Says Will, we will not tarry 


Two months before we marry, 


No, no, fie no, never, never tell me ſc 


For a maid I'll live and die: 
Says Nell ſo ſhall nat I, 
Says Nell, &c. 


Long time between hope and deſpair, 


And kiſſes mix'd between 


He with a ſong did charm her ear 
Thinking ſhe chang*d had been; 
Says Will, I want a bleſling, 


Subliantialer than kiſſing. 
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WW 


25 


292 LL 0 A. & 2% 


No, no, fie no, never, never tell me ſo, 

For I will never change my mind. 
Says Nell, ſhell prove mare lind, 
Says Nell, &c. 


Smarting pain the virgin finds, 
Altho” by nature taught, 
When ſhe fr to man inclines : 
Duath Nell, Pll venture that. 
Oh! who would loſe a treaſure 
For ſuch a puny pleaſure ! 


Not I, no, a maid i'll live and die, 
And to my vow be true. 


Droth Nell, the more you. von, 
Datz Nell, &c. 


Forget vain love of Vorlaly care, 
Duoth Nell that likely 4 


r 


But I will be rebgiov 
Try all, fly all, A while I breathe defy all ; 
| Your ſex 1 now deſpiſe. 

Says Nell by Fove ſhe ics. 

Says Nell, &c. 


8s O N 8 Lxv. 


| E LIND A fure's the brighteſt thing 
That deckt the earth, or breathes our air; 
Mild are her looks like opening ſpring, 
And like the blooming ſummer fair: 
But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her charms appear to ly 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 
And ſtrike no further than the eye. 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ike treats, 
Our ears are abſent from the feaſt, 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 


Starv d and diſguſted are the reft. 


| 


And 1 
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So have I ſcen with aſpect bright, 
And taudry pride, a tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beaateous to the fight, 
Dull and inſipid to the ſmell. 


D 
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A Trifling ſong ye ſhall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended; 
All trifli 


people draw near, 
be nobly attended. 
Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately came into the play, | 
The men would want ſomething to do, 
The women want ſomething to ſay. 


| What makes men trifle in drefling ? 


Becauſe the ladies they know, 


Admire, by often careſſing, 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
I he trifle of trifles to gain, | 


No ſooner the virgin is rifle I, 


But a trifle ſhall part them again. 
What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Whyte's half a moment to fat ? 
Or who is't cou'd bear a tea · table, 

Without taking trifles for wit? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 


White rods are no trifles I'm ſure, . 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 


Where trifles abundantly breed, 
The levee will ihew you, his Grace 
Makes promiſcs triſles indeed! 
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A coach with ſix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor fin ; 


But, ye gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifle within ? 


A flaſk of Champaign people think it 
A trifle or ſomething as bad; _ 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, | 

Tou'll find it no trifle by Gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea, 

A widow's a trifle in ſorrow, + 
A peace is a trifle to day, | 
Io break it a trifle to morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloak, = 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour z 

But if once the army is broke, 

| We ſhall bare more trifles than ever. 
Te Lage is a trifle they fay, 8 

I be reaſon pray carry along; 

Becauſe chat at every nc w play, 

The houſe they with trifles ſo throng. 

But with people's malice to trifle, 

Aud to ſet us all on a foot; 

The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. 


eee 


SON G ILXVII. 


RO M grave leſſons and reſtraint, 

I'm hole out to revel here; 
Yet I tremble and I faint, 
In the middle of the fair. 

Oh! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay: 
Now's the time he ſoon might move 

A. young heart unus'd to love. 
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Shall I venture! No, no, no, 
Shall I from the danger go? 
Oh! no, no, no, no, no, 

I muſt not try, I cannot fly, 
I muſt not, durk not, cannot fly. 


Help me, nature, help me, art; 
Why ſhould I deny my part? 
If a — will purſue; 

Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

I will fit him if he's true, 


If he's late PI fat him too. 


1 0 N G LEVIII. 
Women and Wine. 


GOME ſay women are like the ſea, 


Some the waves, and ſome the rocks, : 


Some the roſe that ſoon decays, 

Some the weather, ſome the cocks, 

But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
| There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well 
As wine, wine, women and wine, 


They run in a parallel. 


. Women are witches when they will, 


So is wine, ſo is wine, 


They make the Stateſman loſe his ſa ill, 


The ſoldier, lawyer, and divine ; 


They put a gi Ir 
And ſend their wits to gather wool ; 


*Tis wine, wine, women and wine, 


They run in a parellel. 
What is't that makes your face ſo pale, . 
What is't that makes your looks divine? 

What makes your courage riſe and fall ? 
9 | 

ence proceed th' inflaming doics, | 
That ſet fire to your noſes ? 
From wine, wine, women and wine, 


They run in a parallel. 
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OU'D you chuſe a wife. 
For a happy life? 
Leave the court and the country take, 

Where Dzlly and Sue, 

Young Melly and Prue, 

Follow Roger and Jchn, 
hilft harveſt goes on, 
And merrily merrily rake. 
Leave the Landon dames 
(Be it ſpoke to their ſhames) | 
| To ly in their beds till noon, 

c_ OS 

paint too and patch, 

Some 


Both en and Bokea, 
Are ſer'd 10 their tables in plate, 
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No ſquander away ©, 
What taxes would pay ; 


We care not in faith for ſuch. 
eee . 
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XV Es 1 could love, if I could find 


A miſtreſs fitted to my mind, 
Whom neither gold nor pride could move 
No change her virtue or her love: 5 
Loves to go neat, not to go ſine, 

Loves for myſelf and not * mine; 

Not city proud nor nice and coy, 

But full of love, and full of joy : 


Not childiſh young, nor bedlame old, 
| — fiery hot, nor icy cold, 


gravely wiſe to rule the ſtate, 
Nor Polidh to be pointed at; 


Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 


Nor chaſte, nor a reputed whore: 


If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 


Pray, vir, intitle me her lover. 


VVV | 
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LESS! D as th' immortal gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 


5 And hears and ſees thee all the while, 


Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 

Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd in tranſport! toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtle flame 
Rim quick through all my vital frame; 
O''er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 


My ears with hollow murmurs . 


Vf. 17 3 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, | | 
My blood with gentle horror thrill'd, 
My feeble pulſe forgo to play, 

I fainted, funk, and 47d away. 

AKN 
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ou may conte to complain, 

For your ſuit is in vain; 

All attempts you can make, | 
But augments her diſdain ; 

| She bids you give over . 

| 


While tis in your power, 
For except her eſteem 


She can grant you no more: 


Her heart has been long fince 


Aſſaulted and won, 
Her truth is as laſting 


And firm as the ſun ; 4 


Tou'll find it more eaſy 
Your paſſion to cure, 
Than for ever theſe fruitleſs 

Endeavours endure. 
You may give this advice | 


To the wretched and wiſe, = „ 


Zut a lover like me 
Will thoſe precepts deſpiſe; 
I ſcorn to give over | 
Were it in my power 
Though eſteem were deny'd me. 
Yet her I'll adore. 
A heart that's been tonch'd 
Will ſome ſympathy bear, 
*Twill leſſen my forrows 
If ſhe takes a ſhare: 
I'll count it more honour 
In dying her flave, 
Than did her affections 
The Readineſs crave. 


Yon may tell her I'll be 
Her true lover, tho” ſhe 


Should mankind defpiſe 


Out of hatred to me; 
*Tis mean to give o'er, 
*Canſe we get no reward, 
She loſt not her worth 
When [loſt her regard; 
My love on an altar | 
More noble ſhall burn, 
1 ſtill will love on | 
Without hopes of return ; 
I'll tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the flame, 
And I'll ſigh for herſelf 
In another one's name. 


eee, 
„ 


The rippling Philaſepl ers. 


1986 ENEs ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Mace vouth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, | 
Berauſe in good wine there was truih ; 
But growing as poor as a 7:5, 
Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manfon a u, 
And liv'd by the [cent of the caln, 


Heracliuus ne er wind deny | 

A bumper, to cher his hen“: 

And when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 
Becauſe ke had empty ' Fis quatt: 


E fans ave fo 0 think, 


He wept at mens follie; and vice, 
*Twas on his cuſtom to dripk, 

Till che liquo- fow'd out of lis eyes. 
Vo .. II. G 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his ſoul ; 
Would lau gh like a man that was mad, 
When over a grod flowing bowl ; 
As long as his ſcllar was Ror'd, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff: 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 


Good laws unto All cus of old, | : 


And thought the rich Cre/us a ſlave. 

( Tho? a king) to his coffers of gold: 
He delighted in plentiful bowts ; 
ut drinking much talk would decline, 
Becauſe "twas whe cuſtom of tools, 
To prattile much over their wine. 


Old Fscratet ne'er was content. 3 

Till a bottle had heighten'd his ; joys, 

Who in's enps to the oracle went, 

Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wie . 

Late hours hemoſt certainly lov'd, 
Made wine the light of his life, 

Or NXantipp- would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable ſcold of a wile. 


| Grave £ Seneca, fum'd Fr his parts, 

Who tutor'd the buily of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cvps and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home: 


And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that :s _ 


To the liſt. (we may truly aver ii) 
He tinctur'd his bath with bis blond, 
So lanci'd he died in his claret. 


7 Pythagoras did ſilenc: enjoin, 

On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeck : 
Becauſe he tippled good wine, 
Tin l Was unable to ſpeak; 
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And when he was whimſical grown, 
With {ipping his plentiful Lowls, 

By the ftrength of the joice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of fouls. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 

Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup ot the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 

And made his philoſophy reel ; 
Then fanci'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot-whcel. 


 Ariſlotle, that maſter of arts, 

Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 

Ils due to the joice of the vine: 

His bel'y, moſt writers agree, = 
Was big as a watering-trough ; 

He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. . 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 


le fondly to wiſdom was = 
But had it not been for good wine, 

7 His merits had never been known. : 
By wine we are generous made, 

11 furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Wen it wo tr than have had 


Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 
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Down among the Dead Men. 


ERE'S a health to che king and a laſling peace, | 
May faction be damn'd, and diſcord ceaſe: 
Come, let us drink it while we have breach, 
For there's no drinking * ca; 
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And he that won't with this comply, 
Decun among the dead inen, 
Deen among the dead men, 
Decun, dunuu, daun, daun, 

Docu. among the dead men, let biin ly. 


Now a health to the queen, and may the long 
B' our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ſong; | 
Off wr your hats, wi' your knee on the ground, 
Duke of your bumpers all around; 

And he ti.uc will wn drink his dry, 

Don among, &c. iet him ly. 


Let charming beauty s health go round, 
In whom celeſlial joys are found; 
And may confuſion ſtill purſue 
The ſenſelels woman hating crew; 
And he that will this health deny, 
| Down among, &c. let him lie. 


IIere's a thriving to trade, and the common esl, 
And patriots to their country leal: 
Bur who for bribes gives Satan his foul, | 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing bowl; 
And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 
Down aming, &c. let him ly. 


ba ſmiling Baccha/? joys I'll roll, 

Deny no pleaſure to my ſoul; 

Let Bacchus? health round foifily move, 
For Bacchus is a friend to love; 

And he that does this health deny, 

: Down among, &c. let him ty. 


SONG LXXV. 


E that will not merry merry be, 
Wich a generous bowl and a toalt, 

May he in Brideauell be ſhut up, 

And faſt bound to a poſt: 

Let him be merry merry there, 

And aue ll be merry merry hers x 

n ar who can kiinw where aue ſoall £93 
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He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he b' oblig*d io drink ſmall beer, 


Ne'er a penny into his purſe ; 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be, 

With a comp'ny ol jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wiſe, , 
To confound him with her noiſe : 

Let bim be merry, &cc. | 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With his mittreſs in his bed, 

Let him be buried in the church yard, 
And me put in bis ſtead: 

Let bim be merry, &c. 


eee eee eee 
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o LL V mortals, fill yorr glaſſes; 
| Noble deeds are done by wine 
 $:orn the nymph and all her graces: 
Wbhoc'd for love or beauty pine? 


Look upon this bow] that's lowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 
More than in Che when juſt going, 

In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking: 
Dranl about at council- board; 

Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking, 
Mare than by his conquering ſword. 
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Swe die by the help of good wine, 
= I will that a tun be my ſhine; 
And engrave it on my tomb, 


G 3 
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Here hes a body once ſo brave, 
Who with drinking made his grave. 
Mud w.. 'h, &c. 
Since : us to die will purchaſe fame, 
And leave an everlaſting name, 
Since thus to die, &c. 
Drink, drink away, drink, drink away, 
And let us be nobly interr d. 
Drink drink, &c. 
Let miſers and ſlaves 
Pop into their graves, 
And rot in a dirty church yard, 
And rot in a dirty church- — 


Tet mi; 7e, &c. 


All 
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Acc Hus is a power divine; 
For he no ſooner fills my head 

With mighty wine, 
But all my cares reſipr 8 | 
And droop, and droop, and fink down dead 
Then, then the pleaſing thoughts begin, 

And I in riches flow, 

At leaſt I fancy fo; 
And without thought of want I ſing, 
Str2:ch'd on the earth, my head all around, 
Wich flowers, wav'd into a garland crown'd 
Then, then 1 begin to live, 


And icorn what all the world can ſhow or give, 


Let the brave fo l, that fondly think. 
Of honour and delight 
To make a noiſe, a noiſe and fight, 
Go ſeck out war whillt I ſeek peace, 
Will I fezk peace, ſesk peace and drink, 
uilſt I ſcck peace, ſeek peace and drink. 
Then fill n. y glaſs, fill fill it high; 


Some perhaps think it fi to fall and die 


* 
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But when bottles are rang'd - 
Make war with me, 
The fighting fool ſhall ſee, 
When 1 am ſunk, 


The difference to ly dead, 


And ly dead drunk, 
The fighting fool, &c. 


. Dart deen 
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E virgin powers, defend my heart, 
From amoious locks and imiles; 
From ſauiy love, or nicer art, 
Which moſt our ſex beguiles. 


From ſighs and vows, and awful ſears, 
That do to pity move; N 
From ipeaking filence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


But if thio? paſſion I grow blind, 


Let honour be my guide; 
And when trail nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a guard of pride. 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſcen, tho” pure 
Needs every vu tuc's aid; 

And ſhe who thinks herſelt lecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray d. 


* e e . 
VV 


H Y ſhou'd a fool:!h marriage Vow, 
Which long ago was made, 


Oblige us to each other now, 
When paſſion is decay'd ? 
We lov'd, and we lov'd 
As long as we cou'd, . 
Till love was lov'd out of us boch, 
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But our iage is dead, 
When the ure is fled; 
Tas pleaſure firſt made it an oath. 
If I have pleaſures for a friend, 
And further love in ſtore, 

What wrong has he whoſe joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more? 
"Tis a madneſs that he 
Shou' d be jealous of me, 

Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 

1 
Is to give ourſelves pain, 
When neither can hinder the other. 
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T V dear miſtreſs has a heart, 
Soft as theſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 
When with love's reſiſtleſs art, 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her conſtancy's fo weak, , 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 

Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


Melting joys about her move, 
Killing pleaſures, wounding bliſſes: 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
And her lips can arm with kiſſes: 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder; 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 
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| LL ſail upon the dog lr, | 
| And then purſue morning * 
I' chaſe the moon till it be noon, 


PU make her leave her horning. 


— 
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And whether I'm a roaring boy, 


While I mount yon blue celum, 
1 Play at foot - ball with ſun and moon, 
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fl climb the froſty mountain, 


And there }'Il coin the weather; 
I'll tear the rainbow from the ſky, 
And ty both ends together. 


The ſtars pluck from their orbs too, 
And crowd them in my budget; 


Let Cham college judge it: 


To ſhun the tempting giphes ; 


And fright ye with eclipſes. 


| ESE SESESESSSESS 
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| Janes. 
RITH EE, Suſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful 2 ? 
You are, I fear, in love, my 


a 
| Truly, Jamie, I muſt blame ye, 


Sus Ax. 


You look ſo pale and wan; 
I fear *twill prove you are in love; 
Alas, poor man! 
Jane 5. 
Nay, my Suez, now I view ye; 
Well I know your ſmar:, - 
When 8 * ſigh and groan; 
Alas, poor heart 


Sus 4 


Jamie, hold; er 
Io ſay, thy heart is ſtole, 

And know that ſhe as . 
A, Poor ſeul! 
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7 HEN, lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
Nought but raptures fill my mind; 


298 8 O N G S. 


Janes. 


Then, my Sue, tell me who; 
Pil give thee beads of pearl, 


. 


Alas, poor girl! 


SUSAN 
Jamie, no, if you ſuould know, 
I fear twould make you ſad, 


And pine away both night and day; 


Alas, poor lad! 


Jamnts. 
Why then, ms Sw be Ha nt 
That I burn in theſe flames; 


And we ſhall wed to-day : 


Tis then I think thee fo divine, 


I' excel the mighty power of wine: 

| But when thou inſult ſt, and laugh'ſt at my pain, 
F'waſh thee away with ſparkling champaigr: ; 

So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one God by the power of another. 5 
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Quoth he, then join thy hand with mine, 


S 
NN 
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When pity in thy looks I ſee, 

I fairly quit my friends for thee ; 
Pertuaſye love ſo charms me then, 
My freedom I'd not wiſh : again. 


Put when thou art cruel, and heeds not my care, 
Then ſtraight with a bumper 1 baniſh deſpair ; 


80 bravely contemn both the hoy and his mother. 


And drive out one God with the power of another. 
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O U chat love mirth, a: tend to my ſong. 
A moment you never can better employ; 
S. tauny and Teague were trudging along, 
9. bonny Scots lad, and an J, dear- joy; 
They neither before had ſeen a wind mill. 
Nor had they heard ever cf amy ſuch name; 
As they were a walking, 
And merrily talking, 


At laſt, by mere chance, to a wind-miii they came. 


| Haha! cries Sawry, What do re. 4 that? 


To tell the right name o't I am at a lots. 


Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, 


3 1 believe: it'ſh ſhaint Putricts croſs. 


Says Sawny. ye'Il find your ſell meikle miſtaken, 


For it is faint Audlreav' croſs I can ſwear; 
For there is his Honnet, 
And tartans hang on it, 
The plaid and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſtioul joy, thao: telled all lees, 
For that 1 will thwear s thaint Pats ic&'s coat; 
I th-e't him in Ireland buying the jrieze, 
And that I am ihure ith the ſhame that he bought; 
And he tih a thaint much hetter than ever 
Made either the covenant!i /holemn or league: 
For o'“ my ſhalwaſhion, 
He was mv relaſhion. 


And had a great : Kindneſs f tor honeſt poor 7 Trague. 
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Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 

Lay down my napthack, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy croſs? fet I will fall, 
And ſhay pater naſhter, and ſome of our creeds: 
So Teague began with humble devotion, 

To kneel down before St. Patrick's croſs ; 

Ibe wind fell a blowing, 

Aud ſet it a. going. 
And gave our dear- joy a . toſs. 


Sawry tehee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſcratching his ears, and roll” on the graſs, 
Swearing, it was ſurely tlie de' il's whirly-pig, 
And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrict*s croſs : 
But iſh it indeed, cries he in a paſſion, 


The :-roſs of our ſhaint that has croſht me ſo le; ; 


Upo' my ſlialwaſhion. 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, | 
To truit to St. Patri:#'s kindneſs no more. 


4 to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This patron of yours is a very fad 1 
To hit you ſic a ſair thump on the hide, 
For kneeling beſore him, and ſeeking a boon : 
Let me advite you to ſerve our St. A. drew, | 
He, by my faul, was a ſpecial gude man: 
Tor ſince your St. Harriet 
Has ſerv'd you ſic a trick, 
I'd ſee him hung up Cer I ſerv'd him again, 
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A the ambitions ever find 
Y Sncceſs in crowds and noi ſe, 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With lalent real joys. 


May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And all the world think them wife, 
While I ly at my Nanny”: feet, 

And all the world def Piſe. 
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Let conquering kings new triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in court delights : 


Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights. 


TOILET ITT ETTTTT 
Ss O NG LXXXVII. 
E I. I A. too late you wou'd repent, 
The offering all your ſtore, 


Is now but like a pardon ſent, 
To one that's dead beſore. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 

And grant the bliſs too late, 

You hind'red me of one I lov'A, 
To give me one [ hate. 


I thought yon innocent as air, 

When firſt my court I made; 

But when your falſchoods plain appear, 
My love no longer ſtay' d. 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, 
Whoſe worth you firſt deface, 

1s melting valu'd medals down, 
And gwing us the braſs. 


'O! fince the thing we beg” SA toy, 

That's priz'd by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the j jey, 
Betore the be is gone. 
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E 8, all the world will fure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having the? , 


Will be entirely Heſt ;; 

| But 'twere in me too great a wrong, 

To make one who has | been ſo long 
My ue n, my Aare at laſt. 


" Ver. UL RY 
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Nor cughit theſe th: gs to be com finꝰd 

That were tor public g good deſign'd: 
Cou'd we, in ſooliſh pride, 

Make the ſun always with us ſtay, 

8 burn our corn and graſs away, 
To ſtarve the world belide. 


Let not the thoughts of parting, fright 

Two fouls which paſſion docs unite 
For while our love does lalt, 

Neither will ſtrive to go away, 

And why the devil ſhuuld we ſtay, 

When once that love is paſt? 


| + yk 
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* Goddeſs Iz dia, heavenly fair, 

| As uly ſv-2er, as ſoft as air, 

Let looſ thy treiles, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freſh alaums. 


O!] let me gaze on theſe hriglit eyes, 

Tho? ſacred light' ning from them flies; 

Shew me that ict that modeſt grace, 

Wuich paints with charming red thy ſace. 
Give me ambr:jia in 2 Kiſs, 
That I may rival ve in bliſs, 


That J may mix ny ſoul with thing, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


© hide ! thy boſom's killing white, 
(The milky way is not ſo drigla) 

Let you my raviſh'd ſoul opprels, 
With beauty's pomp, and ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood? 

"Thou art all over endleſs charms ; 

O! take me dymg wo 127 4 ans. 


rr 
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HY we love, and why we hate, 
Is not gr inted us to know 


Random chance, or willul tate, 


Guides the thafticom Capi, bow. 


If on me Zelinda frown, 


"Tis madneſs all in me to grieve 
Since her will is not her own, 
_ Why ſhould I uncaſy live! 


If I for Zelinda die, 


Deaf to poor Mizella'; cries, 
Aſk not me the reaſon why, 
Seek the riddle in the fkies. 
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AR K how the trumpet ſounds to battle, 
Hark how the thund'ring cannons rattle; - 


Cruel ambition now calls me away, 
While I have ten thouſand ſoft things to lay, 


While honour alarms me, 

Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Celia ſo charms me, 
I cannot away. 


Hark again, honour calls me to arme, 


| Hark how the trampet ſweetly charms ; 


Celia no more then muſt be obey'd, 


| Cannons are roaring and enſigus diſplay'd : 


The thoughts of promotion, 
Infpire ſuch a notion, 
Of Celia's devotion 
Pm no more afraid. 


Guard ber for me, celeſtial powers, i 


Ye Gods, bleſs the nymph with happy ſoft hours . 
O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 


Such lovely perfections I cannot reſign ; 


H 2 


N 


Firm conſtancy grant her, 
My true Ive 1h all haunt her, 
My ſoul cannot want her, 


She's all fo divine. 


S U N -G XCII. 


HALL I, waſting in deſpuir, 
10 Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my cheeks look pale witl. cares 
*Cauſe another's roſy are? 

Be ſhe fairer than the day, 

Or the flow'ry meads in May; 

| Yet it the think not well cf me, 
What care I how ſair ſhe be? 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her love; 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be ſhe with that gouineſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt ; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good the be 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 

I will never more deſpair ; 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 

I will die e'er the ſhall grieve; 

If ſhe flight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn and let her go: 
So if th2 be not fit for me, 
What care 1 for who; ſhe be? 
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S the ſnow in valleys lying, 


Pheabus his warm beams applying, 


Soon diſſol ves and runs away ; 
So the beauties, ſo the graces, 
Of the moſt bewitchung faces, 

At approaching age decay. 


| 
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As a tyrant when degraded, 
Is deſpis*d, and is upbraided, 
By the ſlaves he once controul'd 
So tae nymph, it none conld more ker, 
Is contemn'd by every lover, 
When her charms are growing old. 


Melancholic looks and whining, 
Grieving, quarelling and pinir:g, 
Are th eff: your rigours move: 


Soft care ſſes, an;*rous glances, 
Melting ſighs, tranſporting trances, 


Are tlie bleſt effects of love. 


Fair ones! while your beauty's blooming; 


Employ time, leſt age reſuming 
What yorr youth profuſely lends ; 
You are rob'd of all your glories, 


And condemmn' d to tell old ſtories 80 


To your unbelieving friends. 


| * e te n 


. 


A IR Amnoret is gone aſtray, 
Purſue, and ſeek her, every lover; 


I' tell the ſigns by which you may 


The wazd ring {hepherd<cis dilcover. 


Coqnet and coy at once her air, 
Both ſtudi'd, though hoth ſeem neglcdied 


Careleſs ſhe is with artful care, 


Aff. cting to ſeem unaffected. . 


With (kill her eyes dart every glance, 
Yet change io toon you'd ne'er ſuſpect 'em; 
For ſhe'd perſu ade they wound by chance, 
Thong) certain aim and art direc them, 


She lis hericlf, yet others hates 
For that which in herſelſ ſhe prizes; 


And white ſhe laughe nt them, forgets 
3 dhe ; 73 the Laing that he de ſpiſes. 


2 
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AMON, if you will believe me, 
*Tis not ſighing round the plain, 
Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye; 
Fain: attempts in love are vain. 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
And be maiter of the field : 

To a powerful kind invaſicn, 
Twere a madueſs not to yield. 


Though ih? vows ſhe H nc'er permit ye, 
Cries you're rude and much to blame, 
And with ears impl:tes your puy; 
Be not merciful for ſhame. 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 


C}/5ri; time enough will find, 
This her crucl furious lover, 


Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


4 | 
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F the be not Lind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 


Leave her, ſhe's only worth the care 


Ot ſome ſpruce jack-a-dandy. 


I would hot have the ſach an als, 


Hadſt thou ne' er ſo much leiſure, 
To tigh and wl.ine for ſuch a laſs, 


+ Whole pride's above her pleaſure. 


o 3 e | 
ON G XCVIL 


He. 
WAKE, thon faireſt thing in nature, 
How can you ſlecp when day does break 


Nov can you ſleep, my charming creature, 


ben halt a world for you are awake ? 
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SHE. 
What ſwain is this that ſings fo early, 
Under my window by the dawn ? 
HE. 


'Tis one, dear nymph, that loves you dearly, 


Therefore in pity caſe my pain. 


SAE. 


Soſtly, elſe you'll wake my mother, 


No tales of love ſhe let's me hear; 


Go tell your paſſion to ſome other, 


Or R t ſoftly in my ear. 


E- 


How can you bid me love another, 


Or rob me of your beauteous charms? 
Tis time you were wean'd from your mother, 
You're fitter jor a love: *S arms. 
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| 1* N eue of love at EY I've found 


A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day fhall eat: me. 


Neo jealous ; thoughts diſturb my mind, 


Thogh the's enjoy'd by all mankind, 


Then drink and never ſpare it, 


Tis a betile ot good cleret. 


If you, through all her naked charms, 


Her little moath diſcover, 
Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe ber like a lover; 


Such liquor ſhe' ll diſtil from thence, | 


As will tranſport your raviſl. d ſeuſe; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good clarer. 


But beſt of all! ſne has no tongue, 


Subm iſſive ſhe obeys me, 
She's fully better old than young, 
And ill to imilng ſways me; 
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Her ſkin is ſmooth, completion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

"Tis a battle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your hands about her waiſt, . 

And raiſe her up behind, Sir; 
As for her bottom, never doubt, | 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 

Tis a a bertle of = _— 


——_ — 
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Surpriſing lovely fair! 

Who rs. Fo Chloe can compare? 
Sure ſhe's form'd for beauty's Queen, 
Her wit, her ſhape, her grace, her mein, 
By far excels all nymphs I've ſeen; 

No mortal eye | 
Can view her nigh, 
Too exquiſite for — ſight to ſee: 
— —_— ſhe ne er may be kind, 
Nor for me &er defign'd, 
Let I love, 1 love, I love, 
The charming ſhe. 


RES 3a © 
W H E N bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 
| How chearful then were ſeen, 
The looks of every jolly ſwain, 
Who ftrove Aurelia's heart to gain, 

With gambols on the green? 


Their ſports were innocent and gay. 

Mixt with a manly air; 

| They'd ſing, and dance, and pipe, and play, 

Each ſtrove to pleaſe, ſome different way, 
This dea- — Fg 
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The ambitious ſtrife ſhe did ac mire, 
And equally appt ove, 


Til Phr;n's tunciol voice and lyre, 


Which ſuteſt muſic did inſſ ire 
Her ſoul to generous love. 


Their wonted ſports the reſt declin 4, 


Their art; prov'd all in vain; 
Aurelia; conſtant now they find, 


The more they languiih and repin'd, 


T her more ſhe loves tlie fwain. 
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0 AY, you rover, 
For ſhame give over, 


; You play the lover 


So like an aſs; 


Lou are for ſtorming, 5 


You think you're charming, 


Your faint performing, 


We read in your face. 
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E, who far ever, 
Would lope for tavour, 
He multi endeavour 
To charm the fair: 
He dances, he dances, 
He da- a. a a a -ances, 
He ſighs, and glances, 


He makes advances. 


He ſings, and dance., 
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O, g. go. go, falfef? of thy ſex, gone, 


Leave, leave, ah leave me, leave me t9 my fo If alone? 
Why would you ſtrive by fond pretence, 


Thus to deſtroy my innocence ? 


Go, go, &c. are, leave, &c. 


Young Celia, yon too late betray'd, 
Then thus you did the nymph upbraid, 


„% Love, like a dream uſher'd by night, 
Flies the approach of morning —— 


Go, go, Bic.———lcave, leave, &c. 


She who believes man when he ſwears, | 
Or leaſt regards his oaths and prayers, 


May the, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt: 


Nay more, be ſubject to his luſt. 


Go, Eo, xc. eve, leave, &c. 


eee, eee 
SONG cov. 
ELINDA, with affected mein, 


Tries all the power of art; 

Tet finds her efforts all in vain, 
To gain a fingle heart: 

Whilſt C/ lie, in a diffrent way, 
Is but herſelf, to pleaſe, 


And makes new conqueſts every day, 


Without one borrowed grace. 


Belinda's haughty air deſtroys 
What native charms inſpire; 
While Chloe's artleſs ſhining eyes, 

Set all the world on fire : 


Belinda may our pity move; 


But Ch 


es us pain, 


And while ſhe ſmiles us into love; 


Her ſiſter frowns in vain. 


4 
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N a bank of flowers, 
In a ſummer day, 

Iuviting and undreſt. | 

In her bloom of youth, 

Fair Celia lay, 

With love and ſleep oppreſt: : 
When a youthful ſwain, 
With admiring eyes, 

Wilh'd that he durſt 
The ſweet maid ſurpriſe ; 


With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


But tcar'd approaching ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, 
A gentle Zephyr aroſe, 


That fann' d her robes aſide: 


And the ſleeping nymph 
Vid the charms diſcloſe, 


Which waxing the would hide: 


Tuen his breath grew ſhort, 
And his pulſe beat lygh, 
He long' d to touch 

What he chanc'd to ſpy; 


N With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
But durit not till draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood. 
With her beauties fir'd. 
And bleſt the courteous wind ; 
Then in whiſpers fiol'd,” 
| And the Gods defir'd, 
That C. might be kind: 
When with hopes grown bold, 
He advanc'd amain; 
Þur the laugh'd loud 
In a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, ts, Ke. 
Repell'd che timorous ſwain. 
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Yet the amorous youth, 
To relieve his ſoft pam, 

The ſlumb'ring maid careſs'd ; 


And with trembling hand 
(O fimple poor ſwain ! ) | | 
Her glowing boſom preſs'd: 5 
When the virgin awak'd, | 
And affrighted flew, | 4-24 


Yet look'd as wiſhing 

He would purſue : 
Witt a fas la, la, la, &c. 
But Damn milt his cue. 


Now, now repentiny 
That he had let her flv, 
Himſelf he thus accus'd, 
What a dull and a ſtupid | 
Blockhead was I, 
That ſuch a chance abus'd? 
To my ſhame *twill now 
On the plains be ſaid, 
Damon a virgin | 
Aſleep betray'd, _— | 
a With a fa, la, la, la, TC. | | | 
And let her go 2 maid. . | 
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H I LE filently I lov'd, nor dar'd, 

| Loo tell my crime aloud, 2] 1 
The influence c{ vcur ſmiles 1 ſhar'd, 1 

In common with the crowd. | 1 


But when I once my flames expreſt, 1 
In hopes to eaſe my pain, 1 
You ſingl'd me out from all the reſt, 4 
The mark of your diſdaia. $4 


11 thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
2 all that 1 adore, 
nen all mankind muſt be undene, 
"oe ycu mult imile v0 more. 
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H happy, happy grove, 
Wuneſs of our tender love ; 3 
Oh! happy, happy ſhade, 
Where firſt our vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dyi 
Lan wands Gam 3 Fg 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all—and all was love: 
But Corinna perjur d proves, 
And ſorſakes the ſhady groves; 
When I ſpeak of mutual joys, 
She knows not what I mean; 
Wanton glances, fond careſſes 
Now no more are ſeen, 
* the falſe deluding faĩr 
Has left the flow'ry green: 
Mourn, ye nymphs, that ſporting play's, 
Where poor Strephon was betray'd; 
There the ſecret wound the gave, 
When I was made her ſlave. 
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H E ſages of old, 
In propheey told, 
The cauſe of a nation's undoing; 
But our new Exgliſh breed 
No prophecies need, 
For each one here ſecks his own ruin. 


With grumbling and jars, 

We promote civil wars, | 
And preach up falſe tenets to many; 

We ſnarl and we bite, 

Wee rail and we ſight 

Tor religion, yet no man has any, 

Then him let's commend, 

That's true to his friend, | 
And the church and the ſenate would ſ-.1i- ; 
Vol.. II. 1 
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Who delights not in blood, 


But draus when he ſhou'd, 
And bravely ſtands brunt to tlie battle. 


Who rails not at kings, 
Nor politic things, 
Nor treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow; 
But takes a full glaſs, 
To his country's ſucceſs, 
This, this is an honeſt brave ſellow. 


E N 
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E all to conquering beauty bow, 
Iis pleaiing power admire; 

Tut I ne'er knew a face till now, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire 
Now l may ſay I met with one, 

Amazes all mankind ; 
And, like men gazing on the ſun, 

Wich too much light am blind. 


Sc it, as the tender moving ſighs, 
| | When longing lovers meet; 
de the divining prophets, wil ; 

Like new A roſes, ſweet; 

Modeſt, yet gay ; reſerv'd, yet tree 
Each happy night a bride; 

A mein like av al me je ity, 

And yet no ſpaik of price. 


The patriarch, to win a wife, 
Chatte, beautiful and young, 

Serv'd fourteen years a painful liſe, 
And never thought it long: 

Ah! were yon to reward ſuch care, 

And life ſo long would ſtoy, 

Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 
Would lem but as one day, 


08. 3 1 
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RITHEE, Bb, be'nt fo fil: Fo 
Thus ta waſte thy days iu — . 


You ſay, Be:!p will not let ye; 
But can jorrow bring ru? 


Leave repining, ceaſe your whining ; 
Pox on t rm22t, t2ars and wo: 
If ſhe's tender, the'U ſurrender ; 
It ſhe's tough, —e'en let her go. 
| 444444 44 444442 + -» -to — —— Ao 
O Net. 
IN D U. Y, kindly, thus my trealure, 
Ever love me, ever chars; | 


Tet the paſſion know no meaſure, 
Vet no jealous fear alarm. 


Why ſhou'd we; our bliſs 
By dull doubting fall at odds? 1 
Meet my ſoft embraces ſmiling, | 
We'll be happy as the Gods. 


8 ON CXII. 5 
Sour reformation 
Crawls out thro' the nation, | 
While dunder head ſages 
Who hope for good wages, 
Direct us the way. 
Ye ſons of the muſes, 
Then cloak your abuſes ; 
And leſt you ſhou'd trample - 
On pious example, 
Obſerve and obey. 
Time-frenzy curers, | 
And ſtubborn nonjurors, 


* For want of diverſion, 


oi pry ta | 


They' ve hinted, they've printed, 
Our vein it profane is, 
And worſt of all crimes; 
The clod-· pated railers, 
Smiths, coblers and colliers, 
_ Have damn'd all our rhymes. 


Under the notion 
Of zeal for devotion, 
The humour has fir'd 'em, 
And malice inſpir'd 'em, 
5 To tutor the age: 
But if in ſeaſon, 


Vou'd know the true reaſon; 


The hopes of preferment, 
Is what makes the vermin 
No rail at the ſage. 
Cuckolds and canters, 
With ſcruples and banters 
Old Oliver's peal, | 
1 Againſt poetry ring: 
But let ſRate-revolvers, 
And treaſon- abſolvers, 
a Excuſe, if I fing, 

The rebel that chuſes, 
 Tocry down the mules, 
Wou'd cry dowa the king. 


THE END or PART THIRD. 


1 -E 


TEA-TABLE 


it | PART IV. - 


| ANNA with an angel air, 
| | Saveet her notes, her face as fair ; 
1 DV iffuls and Kings 
Fiel whenſhefing, 
C harms of 8 beauty near. 


E TRICK BANKS. 


| IN VN Erick-banks, in a ſummer's night, 


I met my lafly braw and tight, 

Came wading, barefoot, a' her lane: 
My heart grew light. | ran, I fiang 
| My arms about her lily neck, 
| And Kid and clap'd her there fon lang 3 
| - ny words they were na mony, feck. 

-- 
I PEPY My laſſy, will ye go 
"To the highland hills, the Zarſ to learn 
III baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe, 
When ye come to the brig of Ears. 
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At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 


, nn = 1 8 2 7 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And heriings at the Broomy Law, 

Chear up your r heart my bonny laſs, 
eats batt ode 
III. 
All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes Weſt the loch, 
At night when you fit down to ſpin, 
_ I'll ferew my pipes and play a ſpring: 
And thus the weary night will end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb time bring 
Our pleaſam ſummer back again. 


Zyne when tha trees are in their bloom, 

And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 

I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 

And lead you to my ſommer ſhield. 

Then far frae a' their ſcornfu? din, 

That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ung, 
And gar the langelt day ſeem ſhort. 
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TAT Bigks OT INVERMAY. 
I. 
H E ſmiling morn, the breathin ſpring. 
Invite ling tuneful birds to ＋ 
And while they warble from the {prays 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Let us. Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them, improve the hour tha! flies; 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of Inver may. 
II. 
For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age. life's winter, will appear, 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 


err ay 


S O n G. 8. 3 | 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 1 


The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu, the birks of [nverrzey. 
III. 
The lavrocks now and lintwhite ling, 
The rocks around with echoes ring ; 
The mavis and the black · bird vye, 


| Tn tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 


The woods now wear their ſummer ſuits ; 

To mirth all nature now invites : 

Let us be blythſome then and gay 

Among the birks of r 
| I 

Behold the hills and vales around, 

Wich lowing herds and flocks abound ; 

The wanton kids and friſking lambs | 

Gambol and dance about their dams ; 

The buſy bees with humming noile, 1 

And all che reptile kind rejoice: LOA 1 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play - | ''# 
About the birks of Iutermay. | nw 

V. 


1 how the waters as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 

And fiſhes play throughout the &treams y 

The circling ſun does now advance, 

And all the planets round him dance : 

Let us as jovial be as they 

— the birks of * 


HERO and LIAN DTR. 


An old Bat a. 


EAN D E R on the bay 


4 Of Hellſpont all naked. ſtood, 
. of delay, 


He leapt into the fatal food: 


220 S O N 6 8. 
Ii be raging ſeas, 
. 
'Gainſt him their malice ſhow ; 
| The heavens lowr'd 
The rain down pour'd, 
And loud the winds did blow. 


| II. 

Then caſting round his eyes, | 
Thus of his fate he did complain, 
Te cruel rocks, and ſkies ! 5 

Ye ftormy winds, and angry main 
What tis to miſs 
| The lover's bliſs, 
Alas! ye do not know 
Make me your wreck + 
As 1 _— 


But ſpare me as I go. . 
III. 


Lo! yonder ſtands the tower 
Where my beloved Hero lies, 
And this is the appointed hour 
„ 
To his fond fait 
| The gods were mute; 
The billows anſwer, No: 
Vp to the ſkies | 
The ſurges riſe, DO 
But ſunk the youth as low. 


IV. 

Mean while the wiſhing maid, 

Divided *twixt her care and love, 

Now does his ſtay 18 
Now dreads he d the prove : 

O fate ! ſaid ſhe, _ 

Our ven tells debts. 
I'd leap this wall, 

| Cou'd I but fall 

By my Leander ſide. 


And Willy height to marry me, 


Ss 0 8 Q. 5 - a6 
„ | 
At length the riling ſun 
Did to her ſight reveal, too late, : 
That Ilers was undone ; 4 
Net by Leander's fault, but late. | 1 
Said the, I'll thevr, 
Ipo we are two, 
Our loves were ever one : 
This proof I'll give, | 4 
I will not live, | | 
Nor ſhall he die alone. { 
| VI. 1 * 
! Down from the wall ſhe leapt If 
Into the raging ſeas to him, | 
Courting each wave ſhe met, 7 
To teach her weary'd arms to — 
The ſea-gods wept, 
Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's ſide. 
hen join'd at laſt. 
5 She graſp'd him faſt, 8 
Then 8d, embrac d, and died. 


Rare WII IL v drown'd in TARRO. 


N 5 
ILLY'S rare, and illi, fair, 
Ard W:ll*; wondrous bonny; 


Sin e' er he married ony. 
II. 

Yeſtreen I made my bed fu” braid, 

This night I'll make it narrow ; 
For a' the live-lang winter night 

11ly tw 's of my marrow. 

Bas |: © 
0 came you by yon water ſide, 

Pou'd you the roſe or lily ! 
Or came you by yon meadow green: 
| Or {aw you my ſweet Wilt ? 


322 my a a * 
She ſought bim eaſt, ſhe ſonght him weſt 


She ſought him braid and narrow ; ; 
Syne in the cl-aving of a craig 
She found him drown'd in 7 arrow. 


The King and the Miller. 


; | L | 
O W happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs ! 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to he leſs; 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilcly cringing at court. 
What tho? he all duſty and wit · ned does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau; 
A Chewn in his dreſi may be honeſter far, 


Than a Courtier who Aruts in his Garter and Star. | 


* 


The? his hands are fo daub'd, they're not Weben 228 


The hands of his B-#ters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without ſcruple from other mens ſacks; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other mens bags. 


I. 
Or ſhou'd he endeavour to herp an eſtate, 
In this too he mimics the Tools of the Rate, 

Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, | | 
And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill? 
He cats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 

And down when he's weary contented does ly), 
Then riſes up chearſul to work and to ſing : 
II fo happy 2 Aliller, then who' d be a King = 


| 


like meal. - 5 


0  O WF 0% 


Tamo TAN TO. 


I. 


O much I love thee, O my treaſure ! 
That my flame no bound does know: 
Oh! lock vp. your iv ain with pleaſure, 
For his pain ſome pity ſhow. 


IT. 


Oh! my charmer though I leave you, 


Yet my heart with you remains; 
Let not then my abtence grieve you, 


Since with pride I wear your chains. | 
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1 8 IN GIN charms the bleſt above, 
Angels ſing, and ſaiats E 


All we bztuw 
Of heaven can ſhow, 


ö thut they buck ſing and love. 


11. 
Aura wich an angel's air, 


Sweet her notes, her face as fair: 


Vailals and kings 
Feel. wnen th? 4m 


| Charms of war bling beauty near, 


III. 
Savage nature conquer d lies, 
All is wonder and ſurprize; 


Souls exprring, 
Hearts a firing, 


[ By her charming notes and eyes. 


IV. 
Let the violin and harp. 


| Hang and moulder till they warp ; 


Let the flute and lyre 
in. duit expire. 


Sbatter d by a vocal Harp. 


wo 


. 
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1 

1 
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SWEET WILLI AM'S Gnos r. 
I. 
14 HERE eame a ghoſt to Marg'ret's door, 
Wich many a grievous groan, 
And ay he tirled at the pin, 
But anſwer made ſhe none. 
II. 
Or is' t my brother John? 
Or is't my true love Milly TO 
From Scotlaud new come home? 
111. 
"Tis not thy father Philip. 
Nor yet thy brother hn; 
But tis thy true love Willy 
From Scoi land new come home. 
IV. . 
O ſweet Marg ret ! Odear Marg” ret! 
I pray thee ſpeak to me, 
Give me my faith and troth, Marg rel, 


| As I gave it to thee. 90 5 
V. 


5 Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 


Nor yet will 1 thee lend, 
Till that thou come within my bower, 
i And kits my cheek and china. 
VL 

If I ſaou'd come within thy bower, 
Il am no earthly man; 
And ſhou'd 1 kiſs thy roſy lips, 
Thuy days will not be lang. 
VII. 
O ſweet Marg ret ! &c. as 4th Star:2a. 
: VIII. 
Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend. | 

Till thou take me to yon kirk yare, 
And wed me with a ring. 


Now ſhe hes kilted her robes of green 


LOU AUS LS Cn 
IX. 


« * 


My bones are buried in yon kirk - yard, 


Afar beyond the ſea; 
And it is but my ſpirit, Ma Bret, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 
X. 


| She ſtretch'd ont her lily- white hand, 


And tor to do her beſt, 
Hae there's your faith and troth, Willy 
God ſend mn, 


A piece below her knee, . 


And a' the live lang winter night 


The . 
XII. 


Is there any room at your head, 7/;ll, ? 


Or any room at your feet? 


Or any room at your ſide, Will, 


Were that 1 may creep? 
XIII. 
There's no room at my head, Darg'ret 
There's no rot m at my feet ; 


There's no room at my fide Marg ret, 


My coffin's made ſo meet. 
KIV. 


Then vp and crew the red red cock, 


And up! then crew the gray, 
Tis time, tis time, my dear Marg rei 
That you were going away. WE 
XV. | 
No more the ghoſt to Marg ret ſaid, 
But with a grievous groan, 
Evaniſh'd in a cloud of miſt, 
And left her all alone. 
XVI. 


| © tray, my only true love, ſtay, 


The contant Marg'ret cry'd; 


Woaa ere her cheeks, the clos'd her cen. 


otreteb' d her ſott limbs, 2nd do 
V Oo 3 II. 8 | K 


2 3 9 
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Come ary, & c. 
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Great Lamentaticn for the Loſs of Saurer 
8 ENISINO. 


I. 
A 8 muſing I rang'd in the meads all alone, 
| A beautiful creature was making her moan z 
Oh! the tears they did trickle full ia from her eyes: 
She pierc'd both the air and my heart with her cries. 


II. 
1 gently requeſted che cauſe of her moan, 
She told me, her ſwect Seniſino was flown; 


© C 1 ths tcars, e. — 


And in that ſad poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear charmer wou'd come 1 again. 
And in, Kc. 


„ 
Why, who is this mortal ſo cruel, ſaid * 


That draws ſuch a ſtream from fo lovely an eye * 


To beauty fo blooming what man can be blind! 
To paſſion fo tender what monſter unkind! 


Tv. 


To beauty, &c. 


rris neither for man, nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, 


That thus in lamenting, I water the lee, 
My warbler celeſtial, ſweet darling of fame, 


Ts a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name. 
Mz warbler, &c. 


v. 
| Perhaps, tis fome 1 !innet, ſome black bird, aid I. 


Perhaps tis your lark that has ſoar'd to the ſky; 


Come dry up your tears, and abandon your grict, 
I'll bring you another to give you relieſ. 


VI. 

No linnet, no black bird, no ſky lark, ſaid ſhe, 
But one much more tun ful by far than all three ; 
My ſweet Ser, for whom 1 now cry, 

Is ſweeter thin all the wing'd ſongſters * 17. 
* ſweet, &c. 


22 2 
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V . 

Adieu. Farinella, Czzoni like wiſe, 
Whom ſtars and whom garters extol to the ſkies; 
Adieu to the opera. adieu to the ball, 

My * is gone, and a fig for them all. 
Adieu, &c. | [| 
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LEE ö 
The Tirein's Prayer. i 


UPID, eaſe a love-ſick mai d, 
Bring thy quiver to her aid; | 
With equal ardour wound the ſwain: | 
Beauty ſhould never ſigh i 8 vain. | 
Let him feel the pleaſing ſmart, 7 

Drive thy arrows his heart ; j; 
When one you wound, you then deſtroy ; : | bh, C | 
When both you kill, you kill with joy. q 


| F ! 
ui 
| 


| $444 4-4 4-0-0=4-4-4 4 44-44-44 $5-d-d-3-0--p-d-$=0-d-p=pod-1p.p-do ſs "> 
UncRATEFUL NANNY. - 
ID ever ſwain a nymph adore, 
| As I ungrateful Nanny do? 
Was ever ſhepherd's heart ſo fore, 
Or ever broken heart ſo true? 
My cheeks are ſwell'd with tears, but he. 
Has never wet a cheek for me. 
II. 
If Nanny call'd, did e' er I ſtay, 
Or linger when ſhe bid me run? | : 
She only had the word to ſay, 
And all ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done. 
I always think of her, but ſhe 
Does ne'er beſtow a * a 
. 2 


r 
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III. 
To let her cows my clover tafte, 
lave — break of day ? 
Dia ever Nazry*s heifers faſt, 
If Rod n pare nw hay. 
Tho' to my fields they welcome were, 
Ine'er was welcome 8 


If erer Nanny lo? 2 "44 | 
I cheerfully did give her two 
And I her lambs did ſafely keep 
Within my folds in froſt and ſnow : 


Have they not there from cold been fr? 


* 
V. 


Wen Nanny tothe well bid come, 


Twas 1 4 did her pitchers fill; 


Full as they were, I brought them home - 


Her corn I carried to the mill ; 
My back did bear the ſack, but ſhe 
Will never bear 2 ſight of me. 


VL 


To Nanny 1 poul: ry, cats I gave, 
Pm ſure they always had the beſt; 


Within this week her pigeons have 


Eat up a peck cf peaſe at leaſt. 


: Her little pig reons kiſs, but ſhe 


Will never take a kiſs from me. 


„ 
Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 

And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown, 
Alas! poor M what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon ! 

If no relief to me ſhe'll bring, 
1 hang me in ** apron-ftring, 


s ON G s. 


The Scullion's Conplaint, 


Y the ſide of a great kitchen fire, 
A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 

A pudding was all his defire; 

| A kettle ſupported his head. 

The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 
To his fighs with a grunt did reply; 

And the gutter that car'd not a louſe, 
Ran mournſully muddily by. 


II. 
But when it was ſet in a diſh, 
Thus fadly complaining he cry'd, - 
My mouth it does water, and wih, 

[ think it had better been fry'd. 
The butter around it was ſpread, 

*T'was as great as a prince in his chair ; 
Oh! might 1 but eat it, he ſaid, 

The proof of the pudding lie there. - 


III. 
How fooliſh was I to believe, 
It was made for ſo homely a clown ; 
Or that it would have a e 
From the dainty fine folks of the wn? 
Could I think that a pudding ſo fine 
Would ever uneaten remove? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchen on love. 
IV. 
What tho! at the fire I have vwrought 
Where puddings we broil and we iry, - 


| Tho” part of it hither be brought, 


helices of wot tt te 2 
Ah Calin! thou muſt not be firſt, 

Thy knife and thy trencher reſign ; 
There's Marg*ret will eat till the burſt, 
„„ 

3 
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V. 

And you, my companions ſo dear, 

Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 

Forbear at a pudding to rail, 

Tho? I ſhov'd through all the rooms rove, 
Tis in vain from my fortune to go; 

Tis its fate to be often above, | 
Ä 


en as dank thee 3 fits. 
In your breaſts any pity be found, 
RENEE TER _ 3 
Come ſee 1 ty on the ground: 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 
And — to ſee how 1 dwell ; 
And fay,. when yt u prieve at my lot, 
| Poor Calin lov'd pudding too well. 


| VII. 
Then back to your meat you may go. 
Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 

And flowers are ſtrew'd round the brim ; 
Whilſt Colin, forgotten and gone, 
By the hedges {hill dim. y rove, 
Unle s when he ſecs the round moon, 
He thick on a pudding above. 


eee 
The Hunter*s Song. 


* . 8 


| We range where the chace may be ſeated; 
Attle ſc una oi the horn all diſturbance and care 
Flies away from che din as defeated, 


» Sv: the excelicat Original, Ten m p. 243 of which thi 


35 the Lukſque, 


A 
| B I am the only god of wine; 


Stock it with nothing elſe but wine: 
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IL 1 
Then Jouler did roar, hearing Talier before, 
Brave muſic makes Saueet· lips and Mally, 
At the ſound of the noiſe the hunters rejoice, 
And the ſquat makes the ratches to rally. 


III. 
Then 


ing about. we find ber ane w, 
Aud we calle ad chear thean ; 


| The echoes around from the mountains reſound, 


Rejoicing all hearts that do hear them. 
IV. 

And when ſhe turns weak, and her life sat the Rake, 
We take care to make her a ſeizure; 
And ſoon as we kill, we recover at will, 
And home we return at our leiſure. | 

And when we come home, our kind loving dame; 
With the beſt of good chear can provide us; 
Good liquors abound, and healihs go round, 


Till nothing that's bad can betide us. 


„„ 
Then we riſe in a ring, we dance and we ſing, 


Having enough of our own, none to borrow : 


Can the court of a king yield a pleaſanter thing? 
c 


The oll * Pender. 


I. 
CCHUS muſt now his power reſign, 


It is not fit that wretch ſhou'd be 
In competition ſ-t with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than be 
i RS 
Make a new world, ye powers divine, 


Let wine the only product be, 
Let wine be earth, be air and ſea, 


And let that wine be all for me. 


IIL. 
Let wretched mortals vainly wear 
A tedious life in anxious care, | 
Let the ambitious toil and think, 
Let Rates and empires ſwim or ſink, 
My ſouPs ambition is to drink. | 


„„ 
The Hay-maker”s Song. 


8 
| The ſun in 
Drives to the weſt, 
With ſports, with ſports conclude the day, 
Let every man chuſe out his laſs, 
Aad then fatuve heron the grafs ; 

And when you find 

She's coming kind, 
CL“et not that moment paſs; 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 
To true love and honour, | 
To all kind Tovin 
6 the manor. 


II. 
| Atiight when ronnd the bal we fit 
With good brown bowls 
| To chear our ſouls, 

And raiſe, and raiſe a merry chat: 
When blood grows warm, and love runs high, 
And jokes around the table fly, | 
Then we retreat, 
| And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try; 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 
Io true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 
Had Bee's the manor. 


þ 


2 


So wad the ſafteſt face 
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III. 
Let lazy great ones of the town 
Drink night away, 
And ſleep all day, 
Til gouty, gouty they are grown; 
Our daily works ſuch vigour give, 
That nightly ſports we oft revive, 
And kiſs our dames 
With ſtronger flames 
Than any prince alive: 


Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 


To true love and honour, 


| To all kind loving girls, 


And the lord of the manor. 


"Warry = Maio 


In Imitation WII Lian and Mascaaze. 


I. 
1 WAS at the ſhining mid-day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg'd at Watty': breaſt, 


And the poor lad grew faint. 


II. 
His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung, 


And horn hard was his tauny band 


That held his hazel- rung. 
III. 


Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 


And ſuch the hands that lords wad hae, 


Were they kept cloſe at wark. 
His head was like a heathery buſh 
Beneath his bonnet blue, 
On his braid cheeks, frac lug to wg, 
His bairdy briſtles grew. 


23 «44 * 
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| This we de nd 


Oh Watty, Watty, 


| How cou'd ye ca' my burdies fat, 


334 $ 0 0 . 


V. 
But hunger like a gnawing worm, 
Oade rumbling thro' his kyte, 
And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Cou' d give his heart delyte. 


VT. 


He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 


To his lov'd Madge he ran, 


Sunk down into the chimney-nook - 


Wich 3 wan. 


VII. 
Get up, he eries, my eriſhy love, 
Support my ſinking ſaul 


With ſomething that is fit to chew, . 


Be t either het or caul. 15 

5 
31 
When the beſt eures for grief 


Are cogue-fous of the lyti kail, | 


n 


i = 


Tour love e 


For cake and pudding W 
X. 


Bechink thee, Watty, on that . 


When all were falt aſleep, 


How ye kiſs'd me an 


Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep.. 
KI. 


And comfort of your ſight? 


How cou'd you rooſe my dimpled hand, 


Now all my dimples ſight? 
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XII. 

Why did yon promiſe me a ſnood, 

To bind my locks ſae brown? 
Why did you me fine garters height, 

Yet let my hoſe ta? down? 
| XIII. 
O faithleſs Watty, think how aft 
| I ment your ſarks and hoſe ; 
For you how mony bannocks ſown, 

How mony cogues of broſe. 


XIV. 

But hats kail bell rings, and ! 
| Maun gae link aff the pot ; 
Come ſee, ye hath, how ſair I ſweat, 

To ſtegh ou guts, ye ſot. 

XV. | 

The grace was ſaid, the maſter ferv's 
Fat Madge return'd again, 
| Blyth Watty raiſe and rax'd himſell. 
| And fidg'd he was ſae fain. 
: XVI. | 
7 He hy'd him to the ſavoury bench, 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, 
| And gart his gooly through the bag 
Let out it's fat heart's blood. 

XVIL 
| And thrice he cry'2, Came eat, dear ar. 
Of this delicious fare; 

Syne claw'd it aff moſt cleverly, 
Till he could eat nac mair. 


——— 


—— 0 


Carts h in 2 Jeſſamine Bower. 


17 HE N the bright God of day 
| D: ove weſtward his ray, 
And the evening was charming and ** 
The twalows amain 
Neimdly ſkim o'er the plain, 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 
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In a jeſſamine bower, 
When the bean was in flower, 
And Zephyrs breath'd odours around, 
Lov'd Celia ſhe ſat | 
With her ſong and ſpinet, 
And ſhe charm' d all the grove with her ſound. 


III. 
| Roſy bowers ſhe ſang, 
__ Whilſt the harmony rung, 5 
And the birds they all flutt'ring arrive, 
The induſtrious bees, 
From the flowers and trees, 
Gently hum with their ſweets to their hive. 
IV. 
The gay god of love, 
As he flew o'er the grove, 
By Zephyr; conducted along: 
: As he touch'd on the — 2 
He beat time with his 
Rad echo repeated the ſong 
„ 
O ye mortals! beware 
Ho ye venture too near, 
Love doubly is armed to wound; 
Your tate you can't ſhun, 
For you're ſurely undone, 
If you raſhly approach near the ſound. | 


*. „„ „%%% 
Were not my Heart light, I wad die. 
I. 


HERE was a ſhe loo'd na men, | 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon glen, 


But now ſhe cries dool ! and a well a- day! 


Come down the green gate, and come here away. 
But now fhe cries doe ! Kc. 4 


i > 0 


2 


: 
ö 


a Se main d, &c. | 
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II. 


Wal young Johnny came o'er the ſea, 
He fold he fave ann Gin Lordly home ; | 


He height me baith rings and mony braw things ; 


And were na my heart light, I wad die. 


He had a wee titty that loo'd na me, 
Becanſe I was twice as bonny as ſhe; 
She rais'd ſuch a pother *twixt him and his mother, 
That were na my Hence Gan, I wad die. 


ww. 
Ihe day it was ſet, and the bridal to be, 

The wiſe took a dwam, and lay down to die ; 

fe wpeke'd and the grete's axe of dalone nnd pains 

ery of ora. co 


| H. height, &c. 


| She rais d, &c. 


V. 
Tis kin was for ane of a li 


cher d 


Said, What had he ts os wah the ties of the? 


Albcit I was bonny I was na for Johnny ; 


And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
. Albeit I was, kc. 


VI. 
They ſaid, I had neither cow nor ea'f, 
Nor dribles of drink rins through the draft, 


Nor pickles of meal rins 


F 
er pickles of, &c. __ 


_ His titty ſhe was baith wylie and fl-e, 
She ſpy'd me as I came o'er the lee: 


And then ſhe ran in and made a loud din; 


Believe your ain cen, an ye trow na me. 
Aud then ſhe, &c. 
VIII. 


His bonnet fond ay ſou round on his brow, 


His auld ane look: ay as well as ſome's new: 


Yor. H. | L 
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But new he lets't wear ony gate it will hing, 


And caſt himſelf dowie upon the corn-bing. 
Bal now he, &c. 
| IX. 


And now he gaes drocping about the dy kes, 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes : 
The live lang night he ne'er ſteeks his eye, 


And were na 4 heart light, I wad dic. 
The ive lang, &c. | 
X. N 


Were I young for thee, as | ks eve, 5 
We ſhou'd hae been galloping down on yon green, 
And linking it on the lily white lee ; 


And wow gin I were but young ſor thee. 
Aud linking, 8:2. | 


ee ba occadte — K 1 . 


Kind Rox lo'es me. 


F HILST I alone your foul poſſeſt, 
And none more lov'd your boſom — 
Le gods, what king like me was bleſt, 

When kind 7eary, lo ed me! 
H ey ho Feary, quoth he, | 
Kind Robin lo'es thee. 


I x AN x. 
Whilſt yon ador d no other ſair. 

Nor Zate with me your heart did ſhare, 

What queen with Jcgry cou'd compare, 

When kind Nalin e me! 

Hey bs Robin, Cc. 


Rosin. 

K aty no commands my heart, 
Hate who ſings with ſo much art, 
Whoſe liſe to ſave with mine I'd part; 

For kind Kah loves me. 
VI. bs Jeaar, We: 


SQ = 0 4 t 


CC 330 


JEAN. 
Paty now delights mine eyes, 
He with equal ardour dies, 
Whoſe life to ſave 1d periſh twice; 
For kind Pay lo? ES IM. 
Hey ho Robin, < FA 
. 
What if I Xate for thee diſcaing 
And fo: mer love return again, 
To link us in the itrongeſt chain; 
| For kind Roi: lo'cs — 
Huy lo J:any, vc. 
Jean x. 
Tho' Path' kind, as kind can be. 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea, 
7d chuſe to live and die with c 
| If kind Rcbin lo'es 
Hy ha Robin, Cc. 


eee, . . | 
O my heavy heart! 
Tune, The Bron of Cowdenknovrs. 
I. 
My heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells as *twou'd burſt in twain ! 


No tongue can e' er deſcribe its at; 
Nor I conceal its pain. 
| il 


Blow on ye winds, deſcend, ſoft rains, 
To ſooth my tender grief: 

Tour ſolemn mulic lulls my pain, 

{ And yields me ſhort relief. 
D my heart, &c. 


In ſome lone corner would I fit, 
Ketir'd from human kind; 
Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can eaſe my anxious mind. 
0 my heart, &c. | 
L2 


0 my heart, &c. 


O learn of them, and bleſs the nymph. 


O my heart, &c. 
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IV. 
Tue ſan which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the days 
Where echceſlceping lies. 


v. 

The ſparkling ſtars which gayly ſuine, 
And — deck the night, 

Are all fach cruel foes of mine, 

Il ſicken at 1 

0 Ny heart, &c. 5 
VI. 


The gods themſelves their creatures love, 


Who do their aid implore; 


Who only you adore. 
O my heart, &c. ER. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 


The greateſt bliſs we know, 
Ariles from ſucceſsſul love, 
If not the greateſt woc. 


Pellaiveiling. 
[ 


As pure as fam'd Zewelling, 


Buy water clear, come every year, 


And drink at Bellaſpelling. 


Tho? pox or itch your ſkin 


With rubies paſt the — 


Twill clear your ſkin, e er you have been 


A month at Bellaſpelling. 
I. 


Tho- ladies cheeks be green as leeks, 


When they come from their dwelling, 
The kindling roſe within them blows 
While the's at Bellaſfelling. 
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L L you that would refine your blood, 
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The ſutty brown juſt come from town, 
Grows here as freſh as Helen; 


Then back ſhe goes to kill the beaux 
By dint of — | 


Our ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Rofs or bright Durkelling, 
And Mars might make a fair miſtake; 
Were he at Bellaſp.Uling. 
We muſt ſubmit as they think fit, 
And there is no rebelling ; 


5 The reaſons plain, the ladies reign. 


Our 1 = * 


By matchleſs charms and con 
They have the way of — | 
Such deſperate foes, as dare oppoſe 
| The power at Belluſpeiling. 
Cold water turns to fire, and burns, 
I know't becauſe I fell in 
The happy ſtream where a fair dame 
Did bathe at Bellaſp: ling. 
V. 


Ene beaux advance, equipt for dance, 
And bring their Anne and Nell in 


With ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 


Can vie with Bellaſpelling. 
No politics, or ſubtile tricks, 
No man his country ſelling ; 
We ea: and drink and never think, 
Like rogues at * ng. 


The pain'd in mind, Eh ey with wind, 


They all come here pell-mcll in, 
And they are ſure to find a cure 
By drinking Bellaſpelling. 


| Tho? dropſy fill you to the gill, 


From chin to toe high ſwelling, 


Pour in, pour out, you need not doubt 
A cure at B.llaſpelling. 
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| VII. 
Death throws no darts in theſe parts, 
C 
Come judge and try, you'll never die 
While you are at Zelluſpelling. 
Except you fill darts tip'd with eel, * 
Which here are very belle in, | 
When from their eyes forcet ruin flies, 
You dic at B. * 
VIII. 


Cood cher, goo I air, much joy, no care, 


Your ſight, your taſte and ſmelling, 


Your ears, your touch, tranſported much, 


Each day at Bellaſpelling. 5 
Within this bound we all ſound, 
No noify dogs are yeliing, 
Except you wake for Celia i ſake. 
All night at n 5 


Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No lady keeps her ce"! in, 
Tut all take the mirih we make, 

Who live at Bellaſpellin | 
My rhyme is gone, I think Pve done, 
Inleſs ſhou' d brin _ ell in; | 
But fince we're here to heaven ſo near, 


I can't ac Bellaſpelling. 
The ward” ring Beauty. 


Are i to diſtant plains, 
To chice the fawne, or in the groves 
To wound admiring ſwains: 


Wan their bright Mi 1570 there they ſtray, 


Who tir: $ their care leſs eyes 
From daily victories ; vet each day 
Bchold new triumphs in her ways 


And cenquers as ſhe flies, 
Aud conquers, &c. 
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II. 

But ſee ! implor'd by moving prayers 
To change the lover's pain ; 

Venus her harneis'd doves prepares, 
And brings the Fair again. 

Proud mortals who this Maid purſue, 
Think you ſhe'Il e' er reſign ? 

Ceaſe, fools, your wiſhes to renew, 
Till ſhe grows fl.th and blood like you, 
Or you like her divine, 

* you, ce. 


The Sweet 7. . 


AW ye the nymph 3 I adore? 
Saw ye the goddeſs of my heart? 

And can you bid me love no more? 

And can you think I feel no {mart ! 


II. 

80 many charme around her ſhine, 
Who can the ſweei temptation fly ? 

Spite of her ſcorn, ſhe's ſo divine, 
That I muſt love her, though! die. 


Bonny BARBARA AL IL AN. 

T was in and about the Martinmas time, 
| When th: green leaves were a falling, 
That Sir 72h» Greme in the Welt country 

Fell i in love with Barbara Allan. 

e 3 

He fo his man down hre gli the town, 
Ta che place where ſhe was dw.lling, 

O haſte and come to ny maſter dear, 
Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 


11 ASS af 


1. 
1 
, 
| 
| 


| 


She had not — 2 mile but twa, 
And every 10w that the dead- bell Fg ; 
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III. 


O hooly, hooly roſe ſhe up, 


To the place where he was lying, 

And when ſhe drew the curtain by, 

Young man { think you're dying. 
IV. 


O its I'm ſick, and very very lick, 
And *tis a' for Barbara Alan. 


O the better for me ye's never be, 


Though your heart's blood were a ling 


V. 
O dinna ye mind, young man, , ſaid ſhe, 


When ye was in the tavern a drinking, 


That ye made the healths gae round and round, | 


And fi ws Barbara Allan. 
| . 
He turn'd his face unto the "RE 
And death was with him dealing ; 


Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, * 


-_ be kind to Barbara Allan. 
VII. 


And ls ſlowiy raiſe ſhe =_ 


And ſlowly, ſlowly left him; 


And ſighing, ſaid, ſhe could not ſtay, 


Since death of life had reft him. 
VIII. | 


Wi:cn ſhi heard the dead bell ri 


It cry d, Woe to Barkara Allan. 
IX. 


O mother, mother, make my bed, 


O make it ſoft and narrow, 
Since my love dy'd for me to-day, 
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THE Toyre's PETITION. 


I. 
Grant me. kind Ba-chus, 
The god of the vine, 
Not a pipe nor a tun, 
But an ocean of wine, 
With a ſhip that's well mann'd 
With fuch rare hearted fellows, 
Who ne'er left the tavern 
For a porterly ale-houſe. 
| II. 


Let the ſhip ſpring a leak, 
| To let ia the tipple, 
| Without pump or long- boat, 
| To ſave ſhip or people: 
| So that each jolly lad 
May always be bound, 
Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink, or be * 
When death does prevail, 
It is my deſign 
To be nobly ertomb'd 
In a wave of goed wane : 


Zo that living or dead, 


Both body and ſpirit, 
May float round the world 
In an ocean of claret. 


Spc <S>SSSÞ S240 
Tue Relief by the Bowl. 
INC E drinking has power to bring us relief, 


| Come fill up the bowl, and the pox on all grief: 
If we find that won't do, we'll have ſuch another ; 


And ſo we'll proceed from one bowl to another; 
Till, like ſons of Apollo, we'll make our wit foar, 
Orin homage to Bacchus fall down ca the floor. 


. * 
. 9 
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Apollo and Bace hut were both merry ſouls, 
Each of them delighted to tols off their bowls ; 
Then let us, to ſhzw ourſelves mortals of merit, 
Be toaſting theſe gods in a bowl of good claret, 
And then we ſhall each be deſerving "of praiſe : 


But the man that drinks moſt ſhall gooff with the bays, | 


3 — ͤ—-— 


On MASONRY. 


I. 
DI Ae z's art, the aſpiring dome 
B In various columns ſhall ariſe ; 
All climates are their native home, 
Their godlike actions reach the ſkies. 
lerces and Kings revere their name, 


And 2P::t; ling their deathleſs fame. 


II. 

Great, gen'rous, noble, wiſe and brave, 
Acre titles they moſt juſtly claim; ; 
Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
Which babes unborn ſhall loud proclaim ; 
Time ſhall their glorious acts enroll, 
Whilſt love and friendſhip charm the ſoul. 


= Wremen m = 


THe Coquer. 
I. 


ROM Whyte. and Will's, 
| To purling rills, 
The love ſick Strephcn flies; 
There full of woe, 
His numbers flow, 
3 II. 


The fair coquet, 
With feign'd regret, 
Invites him back to town ; 


| 30 = 4 wv 
But when in tears 
The lad appears, 
She meets him with a frown. 
III. 


| Full of the maid 1 
1 This prank had play'd, Os | 
| Till angry Seh ſwore, 

5 And what is ſtrange, 
| Though loth to change, 
Would never fee her more. 
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| | cn Ti ouch, &c. -” 


J. 1 

EN T LY tonch the warbling ure. 9 

1 (Cloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 8 
| Fill her ſoul with fond deſire, e | ; : 


Softeſt notes will ſoothe her breaſt, 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Let them all propitious prove. 


— . 
On the moſſy bank ſhe lies, 
Nature's verdant velvet bed) ] 
| Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, , 
* Forming pillows for her head. 
Z-phyrs waft their odours round, 


And indulging whiſpers ſound. 
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I. 
EN T L Y ftir and blow the "oY 
ay the mutton down to roaſt: 
Get me. quick, tis my deſire, 
In the dreeping pan a toaſt, 
That x my hunger may remove; 
is the meat I love. 
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=_ 
On the Aether fre i Res: 


Oh the charming white and red! 
Finer meat near met my eyes, 


On the ſweeteſt graſs it ſed: Tg? 


Swiftly make the jack go round, 
Let me have it nicely _ 
| 

On the table ſpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be ſharp and clean; 
Pickles get of every fort, | 

And a fallad criſp and | 9 
Then with ſmall beer and — 
O ye gods! how I thall dine. T 


— _ 5 


THE HArTY BEOGOOGAR. 


N Queen of the Beggars. 
0 W bleſt are beggar · laiſes, 

; H Who never toil for — ! 
Who know no care, but how to ſhare 

Each day ſucceſſive pleaſure. | 
Drink away, let's be gay, 

Beggars till with bliſs abound, 

Mirth and joy neꝰ er can cloy, 

Whilt the ſparkling glaſs goes round. 

7a | 250. Woman. 

- bg for gaudy faſion oppreſſes; 
We live at eaſe with rags and fleae. 

wee value not our dreſſes. 
Drin away, &c. | 

Second Woman. 

We ſcorn all ladies waſhes, | 

With which they ſpoil each ſeature. 
No patch nor paint our beauties wart. 
We live in ſimple natur. 
Drink . _ 
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Third Mman. 
No cholic, ſpleen, or vapours, 
At morn, or evening teaſe us; 
We drink no tea, or ratafia ; 
When lick, a dram can eaſe ys. 
Drink awoy, &c. 
= | Fourth Woman. 
That ladies act in private, 
By nature's ſoft compliance; 
We think no crime, when in our prime, 


To kiſs without a licence. 
Drink away, &c. 


F ifth Minas. 
5 We knw no ſhame or ſcandal, 
The beggars law befriends us ; ; 
We all agree in liberty, 

And poverty defends us. 


= Drink away, &c. 
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. Like jolly beggar wenches, 


Thus, thus we drown all forrow , 
We live to day, and ne'er delay 
Oar pleaſurs till to morrow. 
Drin away, &c. 


Luc v and CoLix. 
I. 
T Lie ſer, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 


Nor e' er did L's limpid ſtream 
Reflect ſo ſweet a face: 

Tul luckleſs love and pining care 
Ilmpair'd her roſy hue, | 
Her coral lips and damaſk checks, 
And eyes of -_ Ty blue. 
Vo I. II. M 
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IT. 
Ch! have you ſeen a lily pale, 
When beating rains deſcend? 
So droop'd the flow- conſuming maid, 
[ler hte was near an end. 
Ey Lucy warn'd, ot flatt'ring ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair, 
Oi vengeance due to broken vows, 
Le perjur'd ſwains, beware. 


| WW. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring ; ; | 

| And ſaricking at her window thrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing: 

Too well the lJove-lorn maiden kaew 
The ſolemn boding found, 

And thus ia dying words beſpoke, 

The virgins weeping round: 


© IJ hear a voice you cannot hear, 
„Which ſays I muſt not ſtay; 
« I ſee a hand you cannot tee, 
„Which beckons me away. 
&« By a falſe heart and broken vows, 
In early youth 1 die; 
e Was | to blame, becauſe his bride 
„ Was thrice as rich as I? 
W. 
tec Ab Colin! give not her thy vows, 
&© Vows due to me alone; 
& Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
Nor think him all thy own. 
* To- morrow in the church to wed, 
« Impaticnt both prepare: 


< But know, fond maid, and know, falſe man, 


v6 That Lacy will be there, | 


s O N G Ss. 
VI. 


te Then bear my corſe, my comrades dear, 


« This bridegroom blyth to meet ; 
“% He in his wedding trim ſo gay, 
« I in my winding ſheet.” 
She ſpoke, the dy'd : her corſe was ters, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 
He in his wedding · trim fo gay,. 
She in her winding ſheet. 


VII. 
Then What were perjur*d Colin's 3 
How were theſe nuptials kept 
The bride's men flack'd round T'Ls 2; dcad, 
And all the village wept. 
Confuſion, ſhame, remorſ:, deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He — he groan'd, he fell. 


. 

"I the vain bride (ah bride no more!) 
The varying crimſon fled, 

When ſtretch'd before her rival's corſe, 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 

Then to his Lucy new made grave, 

Convey'd by trembling ſwans, 

One mold with her, beneath one ſod, 

For ever now remains. 


IX. 


Olt at his grave, the conſtant hind, 
And plighted maids are ſeen, 

With garlands gay and true love knots : 
They deck the ſacred green. 

But ſwain forſworn, whoe'er thou art. 

This hallow'd ſnot forbear; 
Remember Colir's dreadful Fate, - 1 

And fear to mec* him here. 

M 2 
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I DERME T's Cronoch. 


| J. 
NE Sunday after maſs, 
Bernict and his laſs 4 
Jo the Greerword did pals, I 
All alone, all alone, 
; All alone, all alone, all lone. ” 
He af%d for a pogue, # 
And ſhe call'd him a rogue, * 
And firuck him with her brogue, 1: 
Ahcn ! ahon! n! . | | . 
i III. | | 7 i | 
Said he, my dear hoy, 3 
Why will you prove coy? 


Let us play, let us toy, | 
All alone, all alone, 1 ö 
All alone, all alone, all alone. W. 
J Ik f I were ſo mild, . 
ql You are ſo very wild, 
You would get me a ſhild. | 
* Ahon! ahon! avon: 
| He brib'd her with fruits, | - ; 
5 And he brib'd her with nuts, ] 4 
. Till a thorn prick'd her foots. W. 
Haloo! haloo! haloo! haloo! | 
VI. | 
Shall I pull it out! 


You will hurt me 1 doubt, 
And make me to ſhout. 
Haloo ! haloo ! halos! 
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A Review of St. PAul's Church, 
Covent GARDEN. 


I | 
T AVING ſpent all my time 
Upon women and wine, 
I went to the church out of ſpite; 
But wl:at the prieſt ſaid 
Is qute out of my head, 
I reſolv'd not to edify by*r. 
II. 
All the women I view'd, 
Both religious and lewd, 
From the ſible top-knot to the ſcarlet: ; 
An even wager I'd lay, 
That at a foul play, 
The houſe ne'er ſwarm'd fo with aul 
N III. 
Madam lovely I faw 
With her daughters-in law, 
Who ſhe offers to ſale ev'ry Surday ; 
In the miJit of her prayers 
She negociates affairs, 
And ſigns aſſignations for Menday 
IV. 
| Next a baron Knight's daughter, 
Whoſe own mother taught her, 
By precept and practical notions, 
To wear gaudy clothes, 
And ogle the beaux, 


1 Was at church, to ae ſicns of devotion, | 


V. 
Next, olds of ſame, 
Who we ſhall not name, | 
She'll give you no trouble in tezching ; . 
She has a very fine book, 
But ne'er on it does look, 


And regards neither praying nor undies 
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„ 
Madam fair there ſhe fits, 
Almoſt out of her wits, 
Betwixt vice and devotion debating; 
She's as vicious as ſair, 
Aud has no buſineſs there, 
To hear maſter T;.3/--text prating. 
VIL. 
From the corner of the {quare 
Comes a hopeful young pair, 
As religious as they ſee occaſion ; 
But it patches or paint 
Be true ſigns of a faint, 
We've no rt@;n to fear their damnation, 
VII. 
When thus he had done, 
He bleſt every one, | 
With his benediction the people: 
So I run to the Croaun, 
Leſt the church th-1i'd fall down, 
And beat out my brains with the ſteeple. 


hook 44: SCLC — 


SUSAN'S Complaint- -and Remedy, 
1. 


1 \ 8 down in the meadows 1 chanced to paſs, 


Oh! there I beheld a young beautiful laſs, 
Mer age. I am ſure, it wa: ſcarcely fifteen, 
And the on ler head wore a garland of green; 
Her lips were like rubies ; ard as for her eyes 


They ſparkled like diamonds, or ſtars in the ſkies, 


And as for her voice it was . harming nd clear, 
And ſhe ſung a ſong for the loſs of Þ.r dear. 

11 
Why does my love Wills prove falſe and onkind? 


Ah! why docs he change like the wavering wind, 


From one that is loyal iu ev*ry degree? 


An! why does he change to another from me? 


4 EAR 2 
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Or does he take pleaſure to torture me ſo? 
Or does he delight in my fad overthrow ? 
Suſanna will always prove true to her truſt, 
'Tis pity lov'd I”; ſhou'd prove fo ung juſt. 
III. 
In the meadows as we were a making of hay, 
There did we paſs the ſoft minutes away ; 


Then was I kiſs'd and ſet down on his knee, 


No man in the world was ſo loving as he. 
And as we went forth to harrow and plough, 
I milk'd him ſweet ſillabubs under my cow: 
O then I was kiſo'd as 1 ſat on his knee! 
No man in the world was fo loving as he. 

1 

But now he has left me, and Fauny the fair 
Employs all his wiſhes, his thoughts and his care 
He kiſſes her lip as the ſits on his knee, 
And ſays all the ſweet things he once ſaid to me: 
But if {he believe him, the falſe-hearted ſu ain 
Will leave her, and then ite with me may complain. 
For nougbt is more certain, believe filly Sue, 
Who once has been ſaithleis can never be true. 
V. 

She finiſh'd has ſong, and roſe to be gone, 


| | When over the nieadow came jolly young 7:47, 


Wilo ioid lier that the was the joy of his lite, 

And if ſhe'd conſent h. won'd make her his wife: 
Sbe cou'd not refuſe him, ſo to church they went; 
_ Young 7/7, torgot, ani young Sfar!?; content. 
Moſt men ive like Willy. molt women like Sus: 

If men will be talfe, why thou'd women be —_ 
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The Cobler. 
Cobler there was and he liv'd in a fall, 


No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor no duns at his gate, 


Derry down, down, * derry down. 


Which ſervd bim for parlour. forkitchenandhall; 


{1 
| 
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IT. 
Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf _ 
If at night he cou'd purchaſe a cup of brown nappy; 


He'd laugh then and hiſile, and ſing too moſt ſweet, | 


Saying, juſt to a hair ve made both ends meet. 
Derry downg &c. 
I 


But love the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor coblcr quite thor” the heart, 
I wiſh it had hit ſome more 1gnoble part. 

Derry down, &c. 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damſel continually lay 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe every day, 

That the ſhot the poor cobler ſtraight over the way. 


Derry down, St. © 
He ſung her love ſongs as he fat at his * 


But ſhe was as hard as a Few or a Turk: 
Whenever he ſpoke, ſhe wou'd flounce, and wouꝰd tear, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair. 
Derry down, &c. 

He took up his awl, that he had inthe world, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd, 
He pierc*d thro? his body inſtead of the ſole: 

So the cobler he dy'd, _ the bell it did toll. 


Derry down, &c. 
nennen 
The bonny Earl of MUR&AY. 

L 
* * Higblands ad ye Lawlands, 
Ohl! where have you been? 
They have ſlain the Earl of Murray, 
And they laid him on the yu ! 
Try have, &c. 


Ys 


And the, xc. 
He was a braw gallant, 


| Ever ſhe ſee the Earl of Murray 
I. A eee 
Per ſhe, c. 
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II. 
Now wae be to thee, Huntly, 
And wherefore did you lac? 
I bade you bring him wi you, 
But forbade you him to flay. 


Ide, &c. 


He was a braw pallant, 
And he rid at the ring; 

And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh! he might have been a King. 


IV. 


III. 


And he play'd at the ba: 
And the bonny Earl of Murray 
. 
"_"—_ &c. 

V. 


He was a braw gallant, mA 
And he play'd at the glove : 


And the bunny Earl of Murray, 


Oh! he was the queen's love. 
VI. 
Look o'er the caſtle Daun, 


Anu the, Ke. 
| Oh! lang will his lady 


. 
If &er I ds well, tis a Wonder, 


| N 
HEN I was a young lad, 
My fortune was bad, 

Ir cer I do wel tis a wonder: 


\ 
* 
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My ſhirt it is tore 
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I ſpent all my means 
On whores, bawds and queans : 
Then I got a conumiſt:on to plunder. 
Fall all de rall, &c. * 


The hat I have on, 
So greaſy is grown, 
Remarkable tis for its ſhining : 
Tis ſtitch'd all about, 
Without button or loop, 
And never a bit of a lining. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 
The coat I have on, 
So thread-bare is 


| grown, 
So out at the arm- pits and bos, 


That I look as abſurd 
As a ſailor on board, 


That has ly'n fifteen months in the bilbos. 


Fall all de rall, &c. 


Iv. 


Both behind and before, 

The colour is much like a cinder ; 
Tis fo thin and ſo fine, | 

Ik at it is my deſign 

To preſent it to the muſes for tinder. 
Fall all de rall, &c. | 


My legs you may fe what's berween chem 3 


y four, 
I'm the ſon of a whore, 


ri 


Fall all de rall, &c. 
I've Guckings "tis true, 
But the devil a ſhoe, 
I'm oblig'd to wear boots in all weacher; 


Da 
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Be damn'd the boot ſole, 
Curſe on the ſpur- roll, 
Conſounded be the upper leather. 
Fall all de rall, &c. 
VII. 


Had you then but ſeen 

The ſad plight I was in, | 

'Ye'd not ſeen ſuch à poet 2 twenty 3 : 

I have nothing that's full, | 
But my ſhirt and my &ull, 

For my pockets and belly were ever. 

Fall all 45 rail, AC. 


* eee eee 
The Fumbler's Rant. 
OME carls a', of fumblers ha", 
And I will tell you of our fate, 
Since we have married wives that's braw, 
And canna pleaſe them when tis late: 
A pint we'll take, our hearts to chear : 
What fauts we have our wives can tell; 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer, 
The auldeſt baira we hae's our ſell 
II. 
Chrit'ning of weans we are rid 1 
The pariſh prieſt *tis he can tell, 
We aw him nought but a grey groat, 
The off' ring for the houſe we dwell. 
Our bairns? tocher is a* paid, 
We're maſters of the — our ſell, 
Let either well or wae beude, 
lere s a health to a“ the wives that's vel. 
III. 
Our nibour's avid * * the laſs, 
Into the barn amang the ſtrae, 
He grigs her in the dark beguels, 
Aud After tt comes 5 meikle wae. 


1 
4 
wi 
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Repentance ay comes aſterhin', 
It coſt the carl baith corn and hay; 
We're quat cf that with little din, 
Sie croſſes haunt ne*er you nor I. 
LV. 
Now merry, merry may we be, 
When we think on our nibour Rebie, 
The way the carl does, we ſee, 
Wi' his auld ſon and his daughter Maggy: 
Boots he maun hae, piſtols, why not? 
The huſſy maun hae corkit fhoon : 
We are not fae gar fill the pot, 
We'll drink to 2? the hours at een. 
V. 


Here's a healch to n Mackay we'll drink, | 


To #ughie, Ardrew, Rab and Tam: 
We'll fit and drink, we'll nod and ms 
It is o'er ſoon for us to gang. 


Foul fa the cock, he's ſpilt the play, 


And I do trow he's but a fool, 
We'm fit a while, *tis lang to day, 
For a they rave at Zool. 


VL 


Since we have met, we'll merry be, 


The foremoſt hame ſhall bear the mell; 


I' ſet me down, leſt I be fee, 


For fear that | ſhould bear't my {ell 
And I, quoth Rb. and down fat hie, 

The gear ſhall never me out ride, 
But we'll take a ſowp cf the harley-bree, 

And drink to our yell fire ſide. 


The Matron's Nb. 
| ty 


HEN my locks are grown hoary, 


And my has looks pale; 


When my forchead has wrünkles, 


Ang my eye · ſiglit docs tail ; 


LOU Gs 


Let my wards and my actions 

he free from all harm. 

And may I have my old huſband 
To keep my back warm. 


CHORUS. 


The pleaſures of youth 
Are flavers but of May; 
Our liſe's but a vapour, 
Cur bedy* but clay e 
O let me live well, 
Tub I live br a day. 


TS II. 
Wich a ſermon on Surday, 


| And a bible of good I 
Wh a pot on 3 >a 
| And good viangs in't; 
| With ale, beer brandy, 
Both winter and ſummer, 
To drink to my goflip, 
And be pledg'd by my cummer. 
The Pleaſures of, KM. 
III. 
Wit pigs * with poultry, 
And ſome money in ſtore, 
To purchaſe the needful, 
And to give to the poor: 
Nich a bottle of Canary 
| To ſip without ſin, 
And to comfort my daughter 
— Whene'er ſhe lies in. 


The pleaſores of, kr 
IV. 


With 2 bed ſoft and eaſy 
To reſt on at nicht, 
With a maid in the morn' ng 

To rii2 with the light. 
Yer. II. N 
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Jo do her wonk neatly, 
And obey my deſire, 
To make the houſe clean, 
And blow up the fire. 
The pleaſures ef, * 


With health and content, 
And a good eaſy chair; 
With a thick hood and mane, 
When I ride on my mare. 
Loet me dwell near my cup- board, 
And far from my foes, 
Wich a pair of glats eyes 
To clap on my noſe. 


The pleaſures N * 


And when 1 am dead, 
ith a ſigh let them ay. 
Our honeſt old cummer's 
No laid in the clay: 
When young, ſhe was chearſul, 
No ſcold, nor no whore ; 
She aſſiſted her n eighbours, 
And gave to "x Dacr. 
Th the flower 2 her youth 
In her age did decay, | 
Tue her life like a * 
gran iſh'd away, 
She liv'd evell and happy 
Unto her if _ 


D 


The free Maſons 3 
| * 
O MI. kt us prepare, 
's We Brothers that are 
Aſſembled, on merry occatioa :; 
| Let's drink, laugh and ling. 8 


Dur wine has a ſpring 
Here's 2 health to an ere "BY 


1 3 
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The world is in pain 
Our ſecret to gain, 
And ſtill let them wonder ant gaze on: 
They ne'er can divine 
The word, or the ſign, 
Ol a free and an accepted maſon. 
III. 
'Tis this and *tis that, 
I bey cannot tell what, 
hy ſo many great men of the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
'To make themſelves one, 
With a free and an accepted maſan. 
_ 
Great bows, dukes and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 
Our mylt'ry to put a good grace on. 
And ne'er been alkam'd © 
o hear themſelves nam'd 
With a ſree and an accepted maſon. 
V. 
Still firm to our r truſt, | 
In friendſhip we're juſt, 
Our aQtions we guide by our reaſon : 
By obferving this rule, 
The paſhons move cool 
Of a free and an accepted maſon. 


VI. 
All idle debate 
About church or the ſtate, 
The ſprings of impiety and treaſon: : 
Thbeſe raiſers of ſtrife 
Ne'er ruffle the life 
: Of a freeand an accepted maſon. 
C 


Antiquity's pride 
We have on our fide, 
Which adds bigh as our tation: - 
| 1 2 
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No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
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There's nought but what's good 
Io be underſtood 
By a free an4 an accepted maſon. 
A | A 
clergy embrace, 
And all Haro f race, 


Our ſquare actions their knowledge to _ on; 


And in each degree 
__ "They'll honourcd be | 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 


IX. 
'Wekt wee and Grows 
In our love to the fair, 
Who will traſt us on every occaſion z 
No mortal can more 8 
The ladies adore 
Than a free and an accepted maſons 


33 X. 
Then join hand in hand, 
T” each other firm ſtand, 

Let's be merry. and put a * face en. 
What mortal can boaſt 
So noble a toaſt | 

As a free and a2 accepted maſon ? 


| * dn #0460405 2 $40400 #0 


Tle Sailor's Rant. 


L : 
OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery mains 


But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 


We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; | 

And would not commit a bad action, 
For power or profit in view. 


Ss 0 N C 8. 
CHORUS. 
Ten why hold we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toy ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
. 3 
In 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Earich'd with the bleſſings of life, 

The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife, 


5 When terrible te mpeſts aſſail us. 


And mountainous billows affright; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſcilful induſtry ſteers right. 


Then ay fhoald, &c. 
III. 


TL | The covrtier's more ſuljeRt to | dangers, ; 


Who rules at the helm of the late, 


| Thain we, that to paliucs are ſtrangers 


Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various hleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try: 

No mortal than us can be greater, 
To merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſhould &c. . 


' By Dr. Swarm. 
. 


Sentle Cupid, o'er my heart ; 
Ia flave in thy dominions, 
Nature 2 way to art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my weary days conſuming 
Al beneath yon moouy rocks. 
3 


A Love Song in the M edern 7. aſe, 


LUTTRING ſpread thy purple Pinions, 6 


Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping, 


Lead me to the 
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Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth, 
Him the boar, in filence creeping 
Gor'd with n tooth. 


Cynthia, tune hn IN 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the lyre, 

Soothe. my ever waking numbers, 
Bright 4p, lend thy 2 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
chryſtal mirrors 
War'ring ſoft Elgſiun — 
VI. 


| Mournful cypreſs, verdant willow, 


Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 


Moerpbeus hov'ring o'er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my war VOWS. 


| Melan choly, ſmooth 8 


Swiftly purling in a round, 


On thy margin lovers wander, 


With thy flou ry chaplets crown'd. 
VIII. 
Thus when Ph:/>mela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent mate; 
See the bird; of Juno . H 
Melody reſigns to fate. 


S1LvVIAa and the Flaſk. 


Thank thee, my friend, 
That at length you dockers, 


| Why Sylvia ſo coy 


| Astofiun me with care. 


Chor . ef SU S0. e 


I I wsd every night, 
And rack d my poor ſoul,. 
To find out the cauſe 
Of a falſehood ſo foul. * 
But ſhe tells me ſhe cannot De, = 
With claret agree, 225 | | 
That ſhe thinks of a hogſhead 
Whene'er the ſees me: 
That I ſmell like a heaſt, g 
| And therefore that I | 
| _ Mult reſolve to forſake her 
* Or Claret, _ claret deny. 
1 111. | 
Ye pods! was e' er it known | ( 
That beails ſmell'd of wine? | | | 
They brutiſe!y ablior Ty 
| A liquor ſo divine: | 8 
85 Tis when we are molt bende, 
When lk: them in common, 
We eagerly go a hunting 
For the nent lewd woman. 
5 
| Muſt I leave my dear bottle, 
i That has been ever my friend, | 
| Which prolongs all my joys, 7 
| Io my griet puts an end? | : 1 
Which inſpires me with wit, ö 
And makes me ſublime, . | 
That there's none are like us 
That drink che beſt wine. 
| | V. 
But Sitria, whom nature 
So perfect has made, 
Has no room left for wiſhes, 
New beauties to add. 
Muſt I leave her? 1'm ſorry, . 
| a 1 hard a N 
Let the may go to devil, . 
ks me the othea alk. 


1 Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
Theſe many and many a year; 
And theſe are plagues enough | ſhou'd think 
For any poor mortal to bear. 
T was love made me fall into drink, 
And tho have rugged and trove, 
o I have led 
| cannot er out of them yet 


. 
ne 4 
_ ?Twill pay all my d-bts, 
And remove all my lets; 
And my miſtreſs, . 
Will love me, and love me again: 


Then, then I ſhall fall tomyloving and drinkingagain, 4 


4 
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The Farmer's Son. 


WEET Nelh, my heart's « 

| Be loving and do not flight. 

The N ſake, 

I honour your beauty bright; 

For love | profeſs, I can do no leſs, 

Thou haſt my ſavour won: 

And ſince I ſee your modeſty, 

I pray agree and fancy rae, 

Tho? 6 

1 | 

No: I am a lady gay, 

is very well known I may 
Have men of renown in country and town, 
Sir Roger without delay. 

Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nanry, or Pras, 
Their loves will foon be wn; | 


+fY 
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But don't ye dare to ſpeak me fair, 
As tho? I were at my laſt pray'r. 


To marry a farmer's ſon. 


III. 
My father has riches in ſtore. 
To hundred a year and more, 


Beſides ſheep and cows, carts, harrow: and ploughs, 


His age is above threeſcore : 


And when he gives way, then merrily I 


Shall have what he has won: 


Both land and kine, and all ſhall be thine, 
| I thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 


And marry à farmer's ſon. 
A fig for your cattle and corn, 
You're proffer'd love I fcorn ; 


Tis known very well, my name is Nell, 


And you're but a bumkin born. 


| Well, ſince it is ſo, away 1 will go, 


And I hope no harm is done: 
Farewell, adieu, I hope to woo 


As good as you, and win her too, 


Tho! I'm but a farmer's ſon. 


„ | 
Be not in ſuch haſte, quoth ſhe, 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree 
For, ian. Trend. | wt dins in jo, 
Come prithee ſit down by me; 


For thou art the man that verily can 


Perform what muſt be done, 


Both ſtraight and tall, genteel withal: 


Thereſore I ſhall be at your call 
To marry a ſarmer's ſon. 
J 
Dear Nel, believe me now, 
[ ſolemnly ſwear and vow, | 
Ko lords in their lives take pleaſure in their wives 


Like lellous that drive the glongh. 
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For whatever th ey gain with labour and pain, 


They don't to harlots run. 
As courtiers do; I never knew 
A London beau that cou'd outdo 
A country farmer's ſon. 


PP 
The Angel Womans. 


I. 
HEN thy beanty appears 


All bright as an Agel 
New dropt from the lky ; ; 
At a diſtance | gaze, 
And am aw'd by my fears ! 


80 Rrangely you dazzle mine we! 
II. 


But when without art 
Your thoughts you impart, 
When your love runs in Uluſes 
Through every vein, 
When it darts from your eyes, 
When it pants from your heart, 


Thea [ know you are a Woman again. 


III. 
| There s a paſſion and pride 
In our ſex ſhe reply d, 
And thus — * 1 gratify both} | 
I would d 
Still an Angel — 
To each lover beſide, 
But ſtill be a * n to you. 


9 „ 8 4 * * 


ROG RR's CouxrTSs HI. 
7 OUNG Reger came tapping 


At Delly's window, 
Tunpaty, Tumpaty, Tung. 


Wich its graces and airs, 


1 


0 


Ch! then ſhe recall'd, 
And recall'd him again: 
em ha! 2 &c, 
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He begg' d ſor admittance, 
She anſwer'd him, no; 
Clampaty, Clumpaty, Chump. 
My DJ.!ly. my dear, 
Your true love 1s here, 
Dumpaty, Dumpaty, Dump. 

No, no, Ie ger, no, 

As you came you may go, 
Shumpaty, Amper. Slump. 
. 

Oh what is the reaſon, 

Dear Dol'y ? he cry'd: 

Humpaty, &c. 


3 That thus 1 am caſt off, 


And unkindly deny'd: 
Trumpaty, &c. 
Some rival more dear 
1 gueſs has been here: 
Crumpaty, &c. 
Suppoſe there's been two. Sir, 
Pray what's that to you, ah 
Numpaiy, —_ 
III. 
Oh! then with a ſad look 
His farewell he took : 
. MHHumpaty., &c. 
And all in deſpair 
He leap'd into the brook : 
P lun;paty, &c. | 
His courage he cool'd, 
He found himſelf ſool'd : 
Mumpaty, &c. 
Fle ſwam to the hore, UT 
And ſaw Do!ly no more: 
Run:paty, &c. 


* 
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Wonilſt he like a madman 
Ran over the plain: 
Slumpaty, &c. 
Determin'd to find 
A damſel more kind: 
 Plumpaty, &c. 
While Dæliy afraid | 
Alumpaty, &c. 


Jump at à Cruft. : 


"ho 

Be willing to lend 
An ear to theſe lines, 

Which in pity I pen' d. 


»Tis a cordial —_ 


Girls be not too nice, 
Young lovers are now | 
At another gate price 
Than they have been. 
Er III. | 
I pray you refrain 


Your ſcorn 2nd diſdain, 


you 
Sigh heavy and ſad, 


There are not ſo many 


Young men to be had 
As there have been. 
III. 
Perhaps you — 5 
Fine furbelow'd clothes 
Will ſerve for a portion: 
But under the roſe, 
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I truth may be ſpoke, 

Tis but a mere joke, 

For love without money 

Will vaniſh like ſmoke, 
Lt me tell ye. 


3 IV. 
The country clown, 
Then he comes to town, 
He values not miſs : 

With her butterfly gown ; 3 
I tell you it wont do, 


There muſt be a few 


| Bright glittering guinzas, 
A thouſand or two, 
8 Or hell leave ye. 


9 


. Young men are grown wile, 5 


A portion they prize, 

They're done with the charms 
Of your conquering ey es. 

A portion! they cry. 
If love you would buy; 
In order to purchaſe, 
Lou then muſt bid high, 

Or bve — 


Once 1 they 
Did figh, whine and pray ; 
But ſtill were put off 

With a ſcornfal delay. 


Don with your duſt, 


A portion there muſt; 
Poor girls wou'd be glad 
To jump at a cruſt, 
| Cou'd ye get it. 
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Merry BEGGARS. 
Fi Beggar. 


1 Once was a pact at n 


| kept my heart flill full of gles ; 

There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 

For begging's no new trade to me. 

Fe derel, RC. 
| Second bro co7ar. 

I once was an attorney at law, 

Ard after a knight of the poſt; 
Give me a briſk wench and clean ſtraw, 

An value not who rules the r0alt. 


To derail, &c. 
Third 8 
Make room for a ſoldicr in baff, 

Who valiantly trutted about, 
Till he ſancy'd che peace breaking off, 
And then le mot Dory ſold out. 

Tel derd, && = 
Faurth Leggar. | 


Here comes a courtier polite. Sir, 
Who flatter'd my Lord to his face; 


Dow railing is all his delight Sir, 


Becauſe he mils'd getting a Flace. 
75 diol, &c. | 
F. fb beprar. | 


F na am a merry gut icraper, 


iy heait never yet ſelt a qualm; 
To? poor, I can frolic and vapour, 
And ſing any tune but a Fſalm. 


Tol dercl, A. 


. Sixth leggar. 


Inas a fmatical preuc ark 


1 turn'd up my eres when [ pray's : 
Pur ny h-arers halt iurv'd the er teache 7, 

For t'r v belicr'd at one word La. j laid. 
Tu ae. cl, cc. | 


we yo 


4 Mr 
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Firft beopar. 
Whoe'er wonld be merry and free 
Let him lift, and from us he may learn ; 
In palaces who ſh. ill you ſee 
Halt ſo happy as we in a burn? 
Tel derol, &c. 
Cu os us ol all 
barer would be ners y, Sc. | 
ore. 44> 
To Signora Cuzzoni. 
J. : 
ITTLE Syren of the hw 
1 Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing ire, 
Waaton _ ot fand deſire; 
. 
Bane of every manly art, 


Sweet enfecbhler of the heart: 
Oh too pleaſing is thy ſtrain! 


[ Hence to {outhera climes again. 


1 
Tuneful miſchief, vocal ſpell, . 
To this Iſland bid farewell: 
I. eave us as we ought to be. 


| Leave dhe Britons rough and free. 
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HAPPINESS. 
Tune, To all you ladies now at hard. 


Y dcareft wail, ſince yuu delice 
| To know what | would with, 
What ſtore of health I would require, 
To gain true happineſs, 
This fuchiful inventory take 
Ol all chat life can caiy make. 
9 2 
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Here happy only are the few 

Who will to live at home, 
Who never do extend their view 

Beyond their ſmall income: 
An income which ſhould ever be 
The truit of honeſt induſtry. 

III. 


A fonl ſerene and free from fears, 


Wich no contentions vex'd, 
Nor yet with vain and anxious cares 
To be at all perple x'd. 


— hory that's with health endow? 4, 
An open temper, y<t not rude. 


1 
A heart that's always circumſpect, 


Unknowing to decerve, 


| Yet ever wilely can reflect, 


Not eaſy to believe, 


As to my dreſs, let it be plain, 


Let always neat without a ſtain. 
V. 


A ende hearth and chearful fire 


To drive away the col1, 


A moderate glaſs one would require 


When merry tales are told: 
The company of 2g eaſy friend, 


My like in fortune and in mind. 


VI. 


Some ſhelfs of books of the ri ght kind, 


For knowledge and de — 
Not intricate, nor interlind 


With narrow party ſpite: 
A garden ſair, to paint me clear 


Nature's gradations through the year. 


VII. 


To give true reliſh to delight, 


A chaſte and chearful male. | 
With ſw2ete{ humour to unite 
Our hearts as long as life: 


S O0 Wn . 


Sound Neep. whoſ: kind deluſive turn 
Shall join the evening to the morn. 
VIII. 
So would we live agreeably 
And ever be content, 
To PrxoviDeEnCE ay thankſul be 
For all theſe hleſſings lent. 
O ſov'reign power! but grant me this, 
No more l'! ſk, no more he "Ok 


* — 
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8 MIR k v NAN. 


II! woes me. poor Willy cry 4. 
See how I'm waſted to a :pan? 

My heart | loft, when firit I ſpy'd 

Ihe chirwing lovely milk maid Nan. 

I'm grown ſ weak a gentle breeze 

Of duſky Rz9er” winnowing fan 


* w. uld blow me o'er yon beechy trees, 


And all for thee my ſmirky Nan. 
1 II 


The le, wiſe miſſes me of late, 

Lus'd to take a hearty can; 

But I can neither drink nor eat, 
Unleſs *tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan. 


3 The baker makes the beſt of breads, 


The flour he takes and leaves the bran; : 
The bran is every other maid 
Compar'd with thee, my ſmirky Naz. 
. 
But Di-k o' the green, that naſty lown, 
Laſt Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, | 
He fnatch'd a kiſs : I knock'd him down, 
Which hugely pleaſ'd my ſmirky Nan. 
But hark! the roaring ſoger comes, 
And ratiles tartara tarran, 
She leaves her cows for noiſy drums, 
Woes me! I've loſt 1 os 
O 3 


1 
1 
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Tannry Woo. 


ARRY woo, tarry woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 
Car | it well, card it well, 
Curd it well ere ye begin. 
When tis carded, d. and fun, | 
Ihen the work is haflens done; 
But when woven, dreſs'd, and clean, 
It may be cleading for a queen. 
1 
Sing, my honny harmleſs ſheep, 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 
Bleating ſweetly as you go 
Thro' tne winter's froſt and fnow ; 
Hart, and hyod and ſ{allow-deer, 
No by ha'f fo uſeful are: | 
Frae kings to him that hauds the plow, 
Are all * to tarry woo. 


; 11. 
Up. ye n dance and ſkip. 

Ofer the hills and valleys trip, 

Sing up the praiſc of tarry Woo, 

Sing the flocks that hear it too: 

Harmleſs creatures without blame, 


That clead the back and cram the wan: 


Keeps us warm and nearty fou 
nnn | 


How happy is * 3 life, 
Far trae courts and free of ſtriſe, 

While the gimmers bleat and wo, 

And the lambkins anſwer mae: 

No ſuch muſic to his ear, 

Of thief or fox he has no fear; 
Sturdy kent, and cally too, 

Will defend the tarry woo, 


a MA. ac cvacmwocctend 
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3 

He lives content, and envies none; 
Not even a monarch on his throne. 
Tho? he the royal ſceptre ſways, 
Has not ſweeter holidays, + 
'Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſhepherd ſings ſae well; 
Sings ſac well, and pays his due, 
With honeſl heart and tarry Woo. 


% 45 65 === 
On HenrieTTA's Recovery, 


Tune, My deary if theu die. 
F heaven, its bleſfiings to augment, 
Call Henny to the ſkies, 
Hence from the earth flies all content, 
Ihe moment that ihe diess 
Tor in this earth their is no fair 
Can give ſuch joy to me; 


* Haw great muſt then be my deſpair, 


My Henry, an thou die? 
ws TY 
But now pale ſickneſs leaves her face, 
And now my charmer ſmiles; 
New beauty heightens ev'ry grace, 
And all my tear beguiles : 


The bounteous powers have heard the pray'r3 
I daily made for thee, 


Like them be kind, and eaſe my cares, 
Elſe I myſelf muſt die. 


$4-44-00-44$4-<0-22 $$4$-<-0->2-4$$-<4 <—+44 
Hodge of the Mill and buxom Nell. 


192 Reger of the mill, 
One morning very ſoon, 
Put on his beſt apparel, 


New hoſe and clouted ſhoon; 


— — 
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And he a-woning came, 
To bonny buxom Nei. 
Dear laſs cries he, cou'dit fancy me, 
1 like thee wond'rous _ 
» [1 
My horſes I have dreſs'd. 
And gi'en them corn and hay, 


Put on my beit apparel ; 


And having come this way, 


Loet's fit and chat a white 


With thee, my bonny Nell. - 
Dear 1: cries he, cou'dſt tancy me, 
I'ſe like thy perſon well. 
| III. 


| Yorng Roger. you're miſt ken, 


The damiel then reply'd, 


I'm not in ſuch a haſte 


To be a plonghman' 8 bride; 


Know I then live in hopes 


To marry a farmer's ſon; 
If it be fo, ſays Hedge. I'll go; 
| Sweet miitreſs, | have done. 
1 
Your horſes you have dreſs'd, 
Good Hodge, I heard you ſays 
Put on your beſt apparel ; | 
And being come this way, 


Then let ns chat a while. 


Out ir:deel, not J, 


Dil neither evait, nor . nor Prat, 


Dur other ſh to fro. 


Go take your farmer's fon, 


With all my honeſt heart: 
What tho' my name be Reger, 
That goes at plongh and cart? 
I aced not tarry long, 

I ſoon may gain a wife: 


There's buxom Joan, it is well known, 


She loves me as ber life. 


S ON G 
„ 
Pray what of busom Jean? 
Can't I pleaſe you as well? 
For ſhe has ne*cr a penny, 
And l am huxom Nell; 
And 1 have fiſty ſhillings, 
The mnmiey mode hin: fraile + 
O then my dear, 'I draw a chair, 
And chat with chse a while. 
. 
Within the "FER of half an hour 
| This couple a barg:in ſtruck, 
_ Hoping that with their money 
They both wou'd have good * 
To your fifty I've forty, 
| With which a cow we'll buy ; 6 
| Well join our hands in wedlock bands, 
Then who but you and 12 a 
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TN yonder-town there wons a May, 
© Snack and perfyte as can be ony, 
She is ſae jimp, ſae gamp, ſac gay, 
Sac capernoytie, and ſae honny : 
She has been woo9'd and loo'd by — 
But ſhe was very ill to win; | 
She wadna hae him Except he were bonny, 
Tho' he were ne'er ſac noble a kin. 
IL 
Her bonnynck 1 been foreſeen 
In ilka town baith far and nears h 
And when ſhe kirns her minny's kirn, 
She rubs her face till it grows clear ; p 
But when her minny ſhe did perceive 
Sic great inlack amang the butter, 
ame faꝰ that filthy face of thine, 
is criſh that gars your grunzie glitter. 
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Theres Durkſyn, Davyſen, Robie Carnicl, 
The Iaſi with the petticoat dances right well, 
Sing Stidrum. Southrum, Suthrum, Story, 
Hin ye dunce gy air, awe ſe tell meſs — 
Sigg. Ec. 


L 


The wiſe Penitent. 
Surg iy Mr. Gar. 


D AP HNTS ſtood penſive in the ſhade; 
With arms acroſs, and head reclin'dz = 


Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid. 
And fighs reliev'd his love · ſicx mind; 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay. 
Looks, ſighs and actions ſeem'd to lays 
ay Chlee is unkind. * | 
Why y ring the woods with warbling throats? 


Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your rains ; = 


1 faintly he ir in our ſoft notes 
My Chloe voice, that wakes my paint. 
But why thould you your ſongs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſong to hear, 
But Chee mine diſdains. 
III. 
As thus he melancholy ſtood 
Dejected, as the lonely dove, . 
Sweer ſound broke gently thro? the 1 
I feel a ſound my heart ſtrings move: 
*T'was not the nightingale that ſung ; 
No, 'tis Chloe's ſweeter tongue: 
Hark! hark! what ſays my _ ? 
IV. 


How fimple 15 the nymph ſhe ces, | 
Who trifles with her lover's rain? 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in womens eyes, 


Our arttul lips are made to feign. 
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Oh Dapbnis ! Dapbris ! 'twas my pride, 
"Twas not my heart thy love deny'd: 


Cone back, dear youth, again. 


1 
| As t'other day my hand he iciz'd, 


My blood with trickling motion flew, 


Sudden I put on looks difpleal'd 
And hafty frem his hold withdrew : 
Twas fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain ; 
Then hadlt thou preſs'd my hand again 
My heart had yielded oo. 


1 

Tis true, thy tuneful reed 1 blam d. 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek; 

Think not thy ill in ſong detand. 

Tuy lip chould other pleaſures ſeek. 

Much, much thy muſic 1 approve, 


Vet break tliy pipe, for more | love 
Much more to hear thee {; peak. 


| VII. 
My heart forbodes that I'm betray'd ; 
Dapbnic, [ fear, is ever gone! 
Laſt night with D-l:a/'s dog he play'd; 
Love by ſuch trifles firit comes on, 
Now. now, dear ſhepherd come away. 
My tongue would now my beart betray. 
Ah Cle chou art won. 


„ IL 
The youth ſtept forth with liaſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Choe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighi'ned in her face, 
Contus'sd ine knew not what tot. 1 
At lat, in broken words ſhe cry'd, 
To morrow you in vain had try'd, 
Par 1 ain lol to day. 
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Old DARBY. 


A ado th Cautot 


E AR Chle, while chus beyond meaſure 


Lou rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pam; 
Tour maxim that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay. 
Tou'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The love that from beauty is drawn, 
By kindneſs you ought to improve z 
Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the dawn 
Fruition the ſun ſhine of love... 
And tho? the bright beams of your eyes 
Shauld be clouded that now are fo gay, 
And darkneſs obſcure all che ſkies, 
Tou nc'er can forget it was day. 
III. 
Old D . with Joan by his fide, 
Yon have often regarded with wonder, 
He's dropſical, ſhe is dim- eyed, 5 
Vet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
'Gr fit iv the tun at the door: 
And at night when old Darby's pot's „ 
His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 
IV. 
No beauty nor wit they poſſeſs, 
I ̃ heir ſeveral failings to cover 
Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 
"Tis the plcafing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that youth did beſtow, 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The belt of our bleſſings blow. 


You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 


* 
1 Gi 
Ob trant 


Toilſ 
Vol. 


1 3% 
| | — * | 
Phoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
No ficknefs or time can remove: 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhiy inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe: ; 
) The current of fandnefs iti}! flows, | 
Wich decripit old age cannot freeze. 
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| The modern Marriage Queſtion. 
APF the world in that bleſt age. 
When beauty was not bought and 12. 
Wh n the fir mind wis oninflant'd 
With the mean thirſt of baneful gold. 
With the mean third. Kc. 
II. 
4 Then the kind th herd when he G2l'd, 
The ſwain, whoſe dog was all Ls wealth, 
Was not by cruel parents forc'd 
To breathe the an' rous vow by iteatth. 
| To breathe, ke. 
| by | | 
| Now the Fri queſtion {.ihers afl:, 
| When for their girls fond lovers ſue, 
| Is, That's and an ment 14 . [1 mage? © 
Ton're poor! —he fl: 4516. door at 324. 
77 cure ws &c. | 


1 — 2 
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2 Te Country Ware. e 


1 ſing you a dit: y. and warrant it rue, 
Give b ut attention unto me a while, 

: Of tranſ actions in court, and in country too, 

Toilſome picature, 222 3 'F "168 

Vol. I. 


"TEXT. 


Acceri it. pray, as your hel>-mates you take, | 


T. tt S „ 30%, Now 
And u pie tler annum: 
A ifs fu at a ccunnt 17 NK. 
APs eur, Co. As v 
fory ladies at court are Hy i'd ur polite, 
BE «4 <4 4 


Deca ruly uvntucus at preue to 130 127 
W. zit ers. . |. 9 110411. e un lun nds Ur Ain, 

5 li in ot their prides =O abt o: quae ile. N 
Tin tei lues al pay do dhietr lords credit ue; | ( 


]T nent. toys to recover, 


They" prant ihe lun lavour: * (1 
Stranne rc at 4 count: y Wake. | 4 
S.. e zds; &C. | Tor 74 

UI. | 8 | 


Here moſi of our yenil-men Patriots are, : | 
Tho very bad ateſmen I treely coi fes. | 
Ther defi n barm to nene, but a th or @ l. re, | ##5s 
Ard are alw avs iound lovil in war and in peace. | 
The farmier's invaliy does earth fertile mike; 
The hefbancman'slewing, — 


| E147 5141 ting and low: ng; | 6 £ 

Geis heath and good chear at 2 country wake, 1 
Cl! Ls auth &c. | | And | 

Our 1 blooming fair, v a ks cr + paints, | : 

From neigh bouring villages hither retort, | | Ther 
They kits ſvecet as ref. s. vet vntnous as {amis 1 Ur 
| ( Who con fav more ior the ladics at court ' 4. 1 Wi. 
NO WOIIGlx cures VcX 8 aſle p or awake, | Tu 
Pu their bene hey improve — 


In hence an tru love, 
Ang umvo't nith at a countiy wake. 
Aud {1:,oucert. &c. | | 


V. 8 PT 
The f hemes of a conrtier are full of intrigues: 
{416 ws fair and oper, dark deeds we deſpiſe, | 
Ocr ial cout ntment 'gaindt coul) fig ues 
\ ho chuſes the tunic is hat py alu waje : 2 as 


— — — x N 
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Now let's pray for tlie king. and, for Britain's lakes 
Freun all tit: ms . | 
WO SHECTE ts a7 . 

As wilt the court as the country wake: 

A: UW. 2 &. 
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sro bor erailig.z s! ere bang 2 rats 
Mikes -o% hs cafy potions toil: ons 
Win h m:iny (on zunamg won place 9 re prat/ 
Wah wt cer delente ch 3 28. 
For m 408% ſel m El pt. 1 virgin's ur fame, 
A lover's fond vows, or a 1 lete's r n nie; 


Al ryer to truth, or à ſtateiman from blame, 


Or 4 patrigt's heart in a courtier. 
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The terrible La: 10. 
I. 


x ] HE terrihl: law when it f. 1 its Naw 


On a pow man, it grips till he's un.lone; 


And what L am ding may prove ton by ruin, 


Tho' rich as the lord m. ꝛyor of. Lord. u, 
I. 


Theref re Pl he wary wut meſſ. ge I carryy 


Unleſs we firſt m.ke a ſurc ze bargain; 
Iwill be dempnified, thorowly 1at ified, 
Taat cWan ſhan't zaffer a varding. 


— 


The Play of Love. 
Fon 
HE play of love is now be gun, 
And thus che actio s do 9 0 on * » 
Strephun, enamour'd, conrts the fair, 
She hear him withacueleſe air. 
And imiles to find him in love's ſnare. 


- « — — . 
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Second AF. 

The act tune play%. they meet again, 
Here pity moves her for his pain, 
Wich ſhe evades with ſome pretence, 
And thinks ſhe may with love diſpenſe, 

But Pants to hear a man of ſenſe. 


Third A. 

The third approach her lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er ſhe ſpeiks; 
But with ſ-ign'd fights ſhe puts him by, 
An faintly cri. s, ſhe can't comply, 


_Altho' che gives her heart the ly. 


Fourth Aa. 
Now the plot riſes, he ſcems thy, 
As if ſome other fair he'd try; 
At which ſhe ſwells wich ſpleen and fear, 
Loeſt ome more wiſe his love ſhou'd ſhare, 
Which yet no woman e'er can beat. 
1 

Tee hen sd now is wronght ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the lover's joy; 
She does no more his paſſion ſhun, 


He ſtraight into her arms does runs 
Te curtain fails, che play is done. 


Fanny Fair. 


O Fanny fair could I impart 
The cauſe of all my woe! 
That beauty which has won my heart, 

She ſcarcely ſeems to know: 

VUnſkill'd in the art of womankind, 
Wichout defign the charms; 
How can thoſe ſparkling eyes be blind, 
. every boom warms? | 
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| II. 
She knows her power is all deceit, 
The conſcious bluthes thows, 


Thoſe bluſhes to the eye more ſweet 
Than th' op'ning budding roſe, 


wr Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, 


That charms the tenic io much, 
Upon a thorny briar grows, 


And wounds with ev'ry touch. 


III. 

At firſt when I behcld the ſair, 

Wich raptmes I was bleſt; 

But as I would approach more near, 
At once 1 loit my ret; 

T1” inchantirg light, the ſweet farrrize, 
Prepare me for my doom; 

One crucl locł from thoſe bright eyes. 
Wil lay me in my tomb. 


„„ 


The Bottle preferred. 


ROU D woman, I ſcorn YOu, 
Bruk wines my delight, 


_ PV] dri k all the day 


And Pl revel al night. 
IL 
As great as a monarch, 
The moments I paſs, 
The bottle's my globe, 
And my ſcepter's the glaſs, 
III. 
The tahle's my throne, 
And the tavern's my court, 
| The drawer's my ſubject. 
And drinking's my 1 


AQ 


= 
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| IV. 

Here's the chief of all joy, 
Here's a miſtreſs ne'er coy ; 

Dear cure of all forrows, 

And life of all bliſs: 

I'm a king when I hug you, 
But more when I kits. 
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I. 
A S tippling vs Was jogging on, 
| Upon a riot night, 

With tottering pace, and fiery face, 
Suſpicious of high flight ; 
Ihe guards, win took him by his look 

For ſome chief fiery-brand, 
ARC, whence he came? what was his name? 
uo are vou! Stand, friend, ſand. 
I'm going home, from meeting come, 
Ay, ſays one, that's the caſe; 
Some meeting he has burnt, you ſee 
The flame ſtill in his face. 5 
Jin thought it time to purge his crime, 
And fail, my chief intent 
Was to aſſuage my thirſty rage, 
I' ch' mee ting that I meant. 
III. | 
come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let us know, 
That we may find how you're inclin'd ; ; 
Are you high church or low? 
Jebn ſaid to that, I'Il tell you what, 
To end debates and ſtriſe, 
All I can ſay, this is the way 
1 ſteer my courſe of life, 
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IV. 
Ine'er to Bow, nor Burgc/s go. 
To ſteeple houſe nor hall, | 
The briſk har bell beſt ſuits my zeal 
With gentlemen, d' ye call; 
Guoſs then, am 1 low church or high, 
From that tow'r, or no ſtceple, 
Whoſe merry toll cxalts the ſoul, 
And muſt make liigh fle vn people k 
1 
The guards came on. and look d at Jahn 


With countenance molt pleatant, 


E By whiſper round they all ſoon tound 


"He was no damag's peaſant, 
Thus while 7 n itood the beſt he cou'd, . 
Expect np their deciiiimg 
Damn him, ſays onc. let him be gone, 
He's of our own religion. | 


2 - 


« _— — — 


B E LIN DA. 

"COU L'D fate to me Belinda give, 

With her alone Fd chuſe 0 live, 

Variety I'd ne'er require, 

Nor a greater, nor a greater, 

Nor a *. date. . 

MV charming nymph, if you can find 
Among tae race ol hu men kind. 

A man that loves you inore than I, 

J reſign you, I'll reſign you, 

Pl reſign you, tho? 1 die. 

„„ 

I. et my Belinda fill my arms, 

With all her beauty all her charms; 

With ſcorn and pity I'd look down 

On the glories, on the glories, 

On the glories of a crown. 
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Bcauty * Rigeur: 


＋ HE nymph that * 0 me is fair and nakind, 

No leſs than a wonder by nature detign'd ; 
She's the grief of my heart, and the joy of my cye, 
And the cauie ol a flame that never can die. 
And the cauſe, &c. 1 


Her mouth. from whence wit fill eboingly Ames, | 
Has the be. jul bluſh, and the tmcli of che rote 5 
Love and veſt ny both attend on her will, 
She woun.!s wich a look, with a frown the can kill, 

She wound, KC. 10 


The def] perate lover can hope no redreſs, 


Where Beauty and Rigenr are both in exceſs; | No 7 
In Sihbia they meet, fo unhappy am I, 
Who ſees her mult love, who loves her malt die R 
il be fees her, &c. = 
The Rival, The 

a | 
O F all the torment all the care, * 
By which our lives are curſt, 3 | | Us 
| Of all the ſorrows that we bear, | ] w 
A Reval is the worlt | 1 Wh 


By partners in another kind 
AM ctio s eaſier grow, 
In love alone we hate to find 
Companions in our woe. 
II. 
Silvia, for a“! the griefs you ſee 
Ariſing in ny breait, 
I beg not that you'd pity me, 
Would yon but ſÞght the reſt. 
Howe'er fc vere your r1z01rs are; 
Alone with them l' cope, 
I can endure my own de ſpair; | 
But not another's hope, 
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Hunting Song going out. 


TP J. 
FARK! away. tis the merry tun'd horn 
Calis the hinters all up with the morn; 
To the hills and the wonaiands they leer, 
To unliar bour the out lying deer 
5 Cnorvs uf rluatimen. 
All te any 4. "By 
7 hiv, thts 79 cur fog „ 
Ki bath 7 7. 
And ll. 1 2 
So fialis and hee, 
Gur jogs lic m9 bounds, 
While wire after the beunds. 
No mortals on carth are fo jolly as we. 
| il. 


Rownd the woods when we best. A we e plow, 
While the hills tzey all echo hillo ; 
With a bounce from lis cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the {kics. 
All ile diy, — 
III 


| When we fees o'er the valleys, or climb 
Up the h-ath breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy {rm our ſabour we ſecl! 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
| All the diy, &c. 


The Return from the Chace. 
H E ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills, 
* Wich bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields; 
The merry, merry, merry horncalis, Come, come away, 


Awake from vour Qumbers and hail the new day. 
Fa Te Merry, c. | | 


394 K 
The ſtag rou/' d b. fore us, away ſeem to fly, 
Anu pints to the chorus of hounds in tall cry, 
The: f how. fle w, follow the mutic al chace, 
Verte pcie and vigorous heath you enabrace. 
Ti. 40 and, &c. 
III. 


The day's ſport when over makes blood dre ri clit, 


And gives the britk lover freſh charms for the niht; 


"Then let us, let ns now enjoy all we can While w- u. 11. | 
Let love crown the night, as our 1; "Its cron che dar. 


T hen let us, &. 
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The Girl that's blyth and gay. 


Tune, Black Jock. | 


ol all the girls in our town, 
Or black, or ycllow, or fair, or brown, 


Wich their ſoft eyes, and faces ſo bright; 

Give me a girl that's blyth and gay, _ 
As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 

With her heart free, and faithful as light. 

What lovely couple then cows be 

So hippy and ſa bleſt as we! 

On whom the ſweeteſt joys wou'd ſmile, 

And all the cares of life begulle, 

Entranc'd in bliſs each rapt” rous night. 
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CyxTHIA's DERPLENITY. 


I. 

YNTHIA frowns t 1 
En Yet {he's vex'd if 1 give Over, 

Much ſhe fears i ſhoul t undo her, 

But much more to loſe her lover g 

Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 

And not winning ibus ſhe loſes... 


F 395 
5 
Prithce, Cxrthia, look blind you, 
| Age aud Nins wilo ike Fug 


Then too late, Centre Wall und you 


When the power, nn fotidke you, 


Think upon tie ia cond ion 
140 ÞeE pad | vet with ruten. 


Arne b + A 
Nownht but Love. 
H E fin was ſurk ber-1th the hill. 
Ihs wettern clouds were Im'd with gold, 


The ſ&+ was clear, the winds were Hill, 


Vhe Aveks were port within the f Ad; 


Win ran! the lende — 2 of tlie; arove 


Poor Dan: As det. r "d ol ry wel! . 
. 


Who 44. to Tuck the fragramt raſe. 


From the bare rock, or oczy bench; 
Who from each barren weed that 2108s | 

Expects the prups. or blulling ve 
With equal tath n ay hape to and 


The truth of love in womunkind, 


111. 


I have no herds. no ſcecy care, 


No fields that wave with golden grain, 


No pultures green. nor g een. Pur, 


A miuiden's venal heart to gum 3 
Then all in vain my fi.chs mut prove, 
For 1, alas! heve nought but love. 
IV 
How wretched is tlie faithful youth, 
dmce womens hearts are baugut and ſold ? 


They atk not vows of iacred wank. 


Whene” er they livh, they ſigh tor gold. 
Gill can the frovens of feora ic mov Cs 


But 1, alas! have! rovght Lut love, 


„ 


« — —— Sic wo eas — 
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V. 
To buy the gems of India uu Y 
What wealth, what treaſure can fallice | ? 
Not all their ſkine can ever boaſt 
The living luſtre of her eyes: 
For theſe the world too che:p would prove 1 
But 1, alas! have nouglit but love. 
V I 
O Sylvia fince nor gens, nor ore, 
Can with your brighter gems compare, 


Conſider that 1 offer more, 


More ſeldom ſound a ſou] Cneere: : 


Loet riches meancr beauties move. 


Who pays thy worth, mult pay in love. 
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Tell me, my Heart. 
I 


1 E N Del 7a on the ELD appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender tears, 


Ia could approach. but dare not more? 


Tell me, n heart, il this be love. 
„ 
Whene? er the ſpeaks. my ravifh'd eat 
No other voice but her's can bear, 


No other wit but her's approve : 


Tell mc. my heart, if thi. be love ? 

III. : 

If ſhe ſome other fwain commend, 
Th:agh 1 were once his fondeſt liicnd, 


That inſtant enemy | j-rove : 
Tell me, my liert, it tuis be love? 


iv. 


| When ſue is abſent, 1 no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 


The wm reit l. ig. or {ha:ly crores 


Tell me, my heat, if this be lore? 


4 © — 
— — —ͤ— * 
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| | V. 
When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 
She leem'd to triumph in my pain; 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove: 
| Teil me, my heart, if this be love? 


| +$$>0<<ox*R beo 
PEE, CUPID miſtaken. 


| | L | 
S aſter noon, one ſummer's day, 
A Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 

Cupid a ſhooting went that 1 way, | 
' New ſtrung his bow, and £11'd his quiver : 
| With ſkill he choſe his ſaurpelt dart, 

{ With all his might his bow he drev', 
| Swfftto his beautecus parent's heart, 

The too well guided arrow flew. 


= 
I faint ! I die! the aodich © cry'd: 

0 dar cou'dit thou find none other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on! parricide, 
Like Nero, thou hati ſla in thy mother! 

| Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce cou'd ſpeak ; 

Indeed. mamma. I did not know ve: 

Alas! how eaſy the miſtake, 
= 3 took you ſor your lik eneſs CHlor. 


* 
4 
'4 
11 
1 
. 
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SILVIA to ALESIS, 


v1 LEXIS, how artleſs a lover! 
| How baſhtul and lilly you grow ! 
In my eyes can you never diſcover 


I mean n ſay No? | Fn 
I mean, &c. | 


- «. - a gg . 
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... 
When you pine and you whine out your paſſion, 
And only intrcat for a Kiſs; 
To be coy and deny is the ſaſhion, 
Alexi, ſhould raviſh the bliſs. 
Alexis /culd, &c. 1 
| [L 


E. love, as in war, tis but reaſon 
To make ſome defence for the town: 


Te ſurrender without it, were treaſon, 


Betore that the outworks were won. 


W. 
If I frown, 'tis my Waſhes to cover, 
Tis for honour and modceity's lake 3 


He is but a pitiful lover 


Who is foil'd by a lungle attack. 
 Whe is, * 
. 
But when we by force are o'erpower'd, 
The beſt and the braveſt muit yield ; 
J am not to be won by a coward, 
| Who hardly dares enter the field. 
to bardl;, &c. 
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Tye feriaus lover. 


| I. | 
ELIEVT my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart yon have won, 
Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
Or, Jerry, I'm undone. 


. You ſay, l'm fickle, and apt to change. | 


At every face that's new: 


Oft all the girls I ever ſaw, 


I rcer lov'd one but you. 


— DCC Gs ro Ge 


And then it kindled in a trice, 
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II. 
My heart was like 2 lump of ice, 
T ul warm'd by your bright eye; 


A flame that ne er can die. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true; 


Of all the girls Lever ſaw, 


———— ́—ä4 — — 


I ne'er lov'd one like yu. 


— <F++$$$$$$$$ $4 $$$+$$$$+-+-22-2-1-08 | 


_ The grateful Admirer. 
ALS E tho' ſhe be to me and love 
I'll ne'er purſue revenge; 


For ſtill the charmer I approve, 
Tho? I deplore her change. 


In hours of bliſs we oft have met, 


They could not always laſt ; 
Bat tho? the preſent I regret, 
I'm grateful ſor the paſt. . 

28 grateful, &c. | 


CELIA and SABINA. | 


| 
HIRSIS, a young and am'rons ſwain, 
| Saw two, the beauties of the plain, f 
ho both his heart ſubdue: 
* Celia ⁊ eyes were dazling fair; 
Cabina't eaſy ſhape and air, 
With ſofter muſic drew. 
IT. 
He haunts the ſtream, he haunts the grovey 
Lives in a fond romance of love, 
And ſeems for each to die : 


Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 
| Sabina Celia'r ſhape ran down, 


And ſhe Sabina's eye. 
| Qz 


s ON G 8. 
1 
Their envy made the ſhepherd find 
Thoſe eves that love could only blind ; 
So ſet the lover free. 
No more he haunts the grove or ſtream, 
Or, vith a true love knot or name, 
— a wounded tree. 


IV. 
Ah Celia 1 ! ay Sabina SY 
Tho? neither love, we're both deny'd, 
Let either fix the dart. 
Poor girl! ſays Celia, ſuy no more: 
That ſpite chi h broke his chains before, 
Would break the other's heart. 


be fair Warning. 


O UN G Virgins love pleaſure, _ 
As Mir, do N 
And both alike ſtudy 
Too heighten the meaſure; 
Their hearts they 1 will rifle 
For every new triile, 
And when in their teens 
Fall in love for a ſong ; 
| But 2 2 they marry, 
And find things miſc 
Oh! how | hs hl 
That they were not more wary. 
Inſtead of ſoft 
They run to chew rum, 
And all their lives after 
Drag ſorrow along. 


| 


ALLE ng ſ— 


s O N G s. 
Petticoat wooing. 
N | 


D E AR Clin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 


How can I ſpeak without pain? 
My + yes have oft told you their wiſhes : 


Why can't you the meaning explain? 
3 II. ns 
My paſſion wou'd loſe by expreſſion, 


And you too might cruelly blame 

Then pray don't expect a confeſſion 

O what is too tender to nume. 

„ 

Race yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
How can you expect it from me? 

Our withes ſhou'd be in our keeping, 
Tin you tell us what = ſhow'd de. 


| Then quickly 1 0 don't you diſcover ? 


Did your heart fzel ſuch tortures as mine, 
Ineed not tell over and over | 
What I in my boſom confine. 


COLIN 8 * 


I. 
00 madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a ſool; 


For me I wonld not give a ſhilling 


For one that does love „ 
i 
At leaſt ye ſhould wait for our offers, 
Not ſnatch like old maids in deſpair; 


Had you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 


Your . all ſpent in the air. 
III 


And not tell the matter ſo plain; 


Ti ours to be writing and puſhing, 


And yours to affect a diſdain, 
Q3 


You ſhouꝰd leave us to gueſs by your bluſhing, : 


2 SON OS. 
| IV. 

But you're in a terrible taking, 

3 By ar the fond oglings I ſee ; 


The fruit that can 55 without ſhaking 
Indeed i is too mellow for me. 


The Country 1e 4 Ambition. 


I. 
THAT the? they call me country laſs? | 


I read it plainly in my glaſs, 
That for a dutcheſs I might paſs, 


Oh! could I ſee the day! 
Wou'd fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring. and ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 

VVV 


II. 
| Surrounded by a crowd of beau, 
Wich ſmart toupees. and powder'd clothes, £ 
At rivals I'll turn up my noſe ; + | 
Oh! could I ſee the day! 
„I' dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, | 
Shall make ſome duke, or lord, my prize; 3 
And then, oh! how I'll tyrannize, 
Wich a ſtand by, clear the way. 


III 
Oh! chen for every new delight, 
For equipage, and diamonds brig aht, 
Quadꝛii le, and balls, and plays, M night: 
Oh! could I ſee the day! 
Of love and joy I'd take my an, 
The tedious hours of life to kill. 
In every thing I'd have my will, 
With a land by, clear the way, 
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The following Song is ſaid 10 be made in Ho- 

nour of our Sovereign * MARY Queen 
of SCOTS. | 
I. 


O U meaner beauties of the night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our eyes, 


| More by your number than your light, 


Ye are but officers of the ſkizs; 
What are you when the moan doth riſe 
| „ 

8 vou violets that firſt appear, 

By your fine purple colour known, . 
Taking poſſe ſſion of the ear. 
As it the ſpring were all your own ; 

What are ye when the roſe is blown ? 
ul 
. You charming birds, that in the woods, 
Do wathle forth vour lively lays, 
Making your paſſion underſtond 

In ſatteſt notes: what is your praiſe, 

When Philymel her voice does raile ? 

IV. 
Yon <a jewels of the eaſt, 
{ Whoſe eltimation fancics raiſe, 
Pearls, rubies, ſapphires. and the reſt 
Ot glittering gems; what is your praiſe, 
- When che bright diamond ſhews his rays? 
* 

But. ah! poor light, gem, voice and ſmell, 
What are ye if my Maar ſhine? 
Moon, diamond, flowers, and / h:/cmcl, 
Light. luſtre, ent, and muſic tine, 

And yield to merit more divine. 

VI. | 
Thus when my ant you have ſeen 
In beantics of her face and mind, 

Firſt, by deſcent, ſhe is a Queen: 

Judge then if ſhe be not divine, 

And glory of all womankind. 
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There roſe and lily, the hale ſpring, 
Unto her breath for ſweetneſs ſpeed ; 
The diamond darkens in the ring : 


When the appears, the moon looks dead, 


As when Sol lifts his radiant head, 

+ 

| There Gowans are gay. 
I. 


HERE gowans are gay, my joy, 


| There gowans are gay; 
They gar me wake when I thou” d ſleep, 
The firlt morning of May. 
| 11. 
Abont the fields as I did paſs, 
| There gowans are gay; 
I chanc'd to meet a proper laſs, 


Right buſy was ; that bonny maid, 
There gowans are gay; 

J halſt her, ſyne to her I ſaid, 
I be faſt morning of > 


0 lady fair, what do S.. 1 | 

There gowans are gay; 

Gathering the dew, what need ye ber , 
The ſirſt morning of May. 


The dow; quoth I. what can that mea... 
There gowans are gay; 
noth the, to waſh my miſtreſs than, 

The fr morning of A. | 

I. 
I 'aſked farder at her ſyne, 
There gowans are gay, 
Qi to my will ſhe wad incline: 
Ibo Wk manning of ip. 195 
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VII. 
She ſaid, her errand was not there, 
Where gowans are gay; 
Her maidenhead on me to ware, 
The tirit morning of Lay. 
| VIII. 
Then like an arrow frae a bow, 
There gowans are gay; 
She ſkift away ont o'er the know, 
The lirſt morning of May. 
And left me in the garth my lane, 
| There gowans are gay 
And in my heart a twang of pain, 
The firſt morning of 4 


| The little birds they ſang full ſweet, 


There gowans are gay: 


Dato my comfort was right meet, 


The firſt morning of May. 
And thereabout I paſt my time, 


7 There gowans are gay 
| UVatil it was the hour of prime, 
Iꝓ̃!ue firſt morning "= 3 
And then returned hame bedeen, 
There gowans are gay; 
Panſand what maiden that had been, 
The firſt morning of May. 
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__  Slighted Love ſair to bide. 

— Had a heart, but now I heartleſs gae; 

L I had a mind, but daily was oppreſt; 

I had a friend that's now become my ſae; 


I had a will that now has freedom loſt: 
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What have I now ? 
Naithing I trow, 
But grizf where I had joy : 
What am I than? 
A heartleſs man: 
Could love me thus deftroy ! 
I love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard, 
Yet for my love diſdain is my reward. 


II. 


. Where ſhall 1 gang to hide my weary face? 


Where ſhall I find a place for my defer.ce ? 


Where my true love remains the fitteſt place, 


Of all the earth that is my confidence. 
| e's my Brace 
'Til 1 
Let her do what the lift, 


— eres 


TIT. 
O lady fair! „ 


Your name and fame within my breaſt I have: 


Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But till in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, 

And ſall not rue 
Ane word that I have faid : 
I am your man, 
Do what you can. 
" When all theſe plays are play'd. 
Then ſave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 


Since man and goods are all at your command. 


> 


C 
Tie Invitation. 


J. 
OM E, love, let's walk by yonder ſpring. 
Wnete we may hear the black - bird — | 
The robin red · breaſt and the thruth, 
And nightingale in thorny buſh, 
The mavis ſweetly carroling ; 
This to my love, this to my love, 
Content will bring. 


ob 
See where the nymph, with all her train, 

Comes ſkipping through the park amain, 
And in this grove ſhe means to ſtay, 
At barley breaks to {pert and play; 

Where we may ſit us down and ſee 

Fair beauty mixt, fait beauty mixt, 

Witch chaſtity. 


I. 
Inn yonder dale are fineſt flowers, 
With mony pleaſant ſhady bowers, 
A purling brook, whoſe ſilver ſtreams 
Are beautiicd with P/ebus' beams; 
Wich ſteal out thro! the trees for fear, 
| Becauſe Diana, becauſe Diana 
Baches her there 
IV. 
All her delight is as ye ſee, 

This way to ſport, and here to be 
Deliting in this callour ſpring, 

Only to bathe herſelf therein, 

Until Adteon her eſpy'd; 

Then to the thicket, then to the * 
1 glye. 


And there by magick art ſhe wronght, 
And in her heart ſhe thus bethought 
With ſecret ſpeed away to flee 
And he a bart was turn'd to be; 


- „% 
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Becauſe he follow'd Diana”: train, 
His life he loſt, his life he loſt, 
Her love to gain. 
= Caſt away Care. 
ARE, away gae thou ſrae me, 
For l am no fit match for tlice, 
Thou bereaves me of my wits, 
Wherefore I hate thy frantic fits: 
Therefore I will care no moir, 
Since that in cares comes no reſtoir; 
But I will ſing hey down a dee, 
And caſt doilt care away frae me. 
11. | 
1f 1 want, I care to get, 
The more I have, the more L fret; 
Love I much, I care for more, 
The more l have I think I'm poor: 


Thus grief and care my mind oppreſs, 


Nor wealth or wae gives no redrets ; 

Therefore I'll care no more in vain, 

Since care has colt me meikle pain. 
* 

Is not this warld a fiddry bali? 


And thinks men ſtrange to catch a ſall! 


Does not the ſea baith ebb and flow? 
And fortune's but a painted ſhow, 
Why ſhou'd men take care or grief. 


Since that by theſe comes no relief? 


Some careful ſaw what careleſs reap. 
| And waſters ware what niggarts ſcrape. 
IV. 

Well then. ay learn to knaw thyſ. if, 
And care not for this warldly pelf: 
Whether thy ſtate be great or ſmall, 
Gire thanks to Go D whatc'er befall, 
Sae ſall chou then ay live at eaſe, 

No ſudden grief hall thee difpleaſe ; 
Then may'ſt thou ſing hey down a dee, 
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The ſuireſt f ber Days. 
W HO E E R bebelds my Teles face, 
And ſays not that good hap hes ſhe; 
Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 
Sall think nane ever ipak: ut ſhe, 


The fhrrt way to reſound her praiſe, 
She ts the fair: f her days. 
[ 


EX Who kn-ws her i. and not admires, 


He maun be deem'd devoid cf ſkill : 


Her virtues kindle ſtrong defires 


In them that think upon her (ill. 

| The ſhort Way, Kc. 

7 

Hler red is like vnto the roſe 

Whaſe buds are op'ning to the fan, 

Her comely colours to diiclote 

| The firit degree of . won. 
The ſhort aba, &c. | 

IV 


And vw ith the red is mixt the wl ite, 
Like to the ſun or fair moon ſh'ne, 
That does upon clear waters light. 
And makes the colour ſeem divine. 
The fhurt way to reſaund hor praiſes 
Sie u5 The faireſt 15 her days. 
N. B The lix tore going Songs I web ont of very 


old MSS. Collection, wrote by a Gentleman in 


Alterdeen. 


BY 
rn... 


Lord HE NAV and KaTHan IN E. 


N ancient times, in Bt. "5 1Nez 
| Lord Ferry well was known, 
Nor knight in all the land more ſam'd, 
Or more deſerv'd renown ; 


YoL. . =; 


410 306 
His thoughts on honcur always run, 

He ne'er cou'd bow to love, 
No nymph in all the land had charms 

His frozen heart to move. 

II. 

Amonaſt the nymphs where Ratharite came, 
-* 1 faireſt {ace the H. ows, | 
She was as bright as morning ſun, 

And ſweeter than a roſe: 
Although ſhe was of mean degree, 

She daily conqueſts gains; 
For neꝰ er 2 youth who her beheld, 

Etfcap'd her powerſul chains. 

| IH. - 
But ſoon her eves their luſtre Toft, 
ier cheek grew pale and wan, 
A pining ſei d her lovely form, 

And cures were all in vain: 
The lickreis was to all unknown 

That did the fair one waſte, 
Her time in ſighs and floods of tears, 
And broken lumbers paſt. 

1 IV. 

Once in a dream ſhe cry'd aloud, 
| Ferry, I'm undone! | 
Oh cruel fate! oh wretched maid ! 

Thy love muſt ne'er be known! 
Such is the {ate of womankind, 

They muſt che truth conceal, 
TI ie ten thoutand thouſand deaths, 
Eie I mp love reveal. 

V. f 


A tender friend that vatch'd the fair 
| To Henry hy'd away, 
My lord, ſays ſhe, we've ſound the cauſe 
Of Katharine quick decay, 
She iv a dream the ſecret told, 
Till now no mort. news 
Alas! ſh> now expiring lis, 
Aud dies ior love ot you! 


— — —— OY — 
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Of thoſe that ch5oſe to milk their ews, 


S O N G 8. 
VI. 


The gen'rous Henry's foul was touch' d, 


His heart began to flame, 


Ah, poor unhappy maid! he cry'd, 
Yea 1 am not to blame. 


Ah Kat/”rine! too too modeſt maid, 


Thy love I never knew, 
Lil eate your pain: and {wilt as wind 
To her bed-fide he flaw. 
„ 
Aw: ake ! awake! he ſon. ly cry d, 
Awake! awake! my dear: 
If I had only guels' d your love, 
You ne*er had ſhed a tear: 


"Tis Henry calls, complain no more, 


Renew thy wonted charms; 
I come to ſave thee from deſpair, 
And take thee to * . 
Py 111 


Theſe words reviv'd the dying fair, 


She raiz'd her drooping head, 


And gazing on the long-lov'd youth, 


She ſtarted from the bed, 
Around his neck ber arms fe lung, 
In extaſy, and cried, 


Will yon be kind? Will you indeed; 


My love !—and fo be di died. 
The _— ail, 


E nymphs and 3 gods, 


That love green fields and woods, 
When ſpring newly born herſelf does adorn 


With flowers and blooming buds: 


Come ſing in the praiſe, while flocks do graze 


On yonder pleaſant vaie, 


Aud ia cold deus, with clouted ſhoes, 
"Tvceny totalling wail. - © 
| R a 
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Von goddeſs of Frog morn, 
With hluſhes you adorn, 

And tak the freſh air. whili lmnets prepare 
A conſort on each green thorn : 


The black bird and tliruſh, on every buſh, 


And the charming nightingale, 
In merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, 
To entertain the jolly train 
of thoſe ot the milking-pail. 
ul 
hen cold bleak winds do rore, 
And flowers will {pring na more, 


The fields thai re ſeen fo pleaſant and greens 


With wmter*s all candied o'er. 


| See how the town Laſs looks with her white face, 


And her lips ſo deadly pale; 
But it is not ſo with thoſe that go 


Turo froſt and ſnow, with cheeks that glow, 


And carry the milking-pail. 
1 


The miſs of courtly mold, 
 Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 


With wathes and paint her ſkin en ſo taint, 


She's r before ſhe's old: 


While ſhe of commode puts on a cart-load, 
And with cuſhions plumps her tail. 
What joys are found in ruſhby ground, 


Young plump and round, nay, ſweet and ſound, 


Ot thoſe of the milking pail ? | 
V. 


| You girls of Venus game, 
That venture health and fame, 
In practtſing feats, with cold and heats, 
Mike lovers grow blind and lame: 


If men were fo wiſe to value the 


Of wires moſt fit for Cale, 


| What ſtore of b. „„ FP | 


To ſave a noſe, by following of thoſe 
Wo carry the milking pail? 


| But 


234 
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VI. 
The country lad i, free 

From fears and je alouſie. 
Whilſt upon the green he is often ſeen 
ö With his laſs upon his knee; 
With kiſſes moſt ſweet 1 doth her ſo treat, 

And ſwears ſhe'Il never grow ſtale: 
But the Loads laſs, in every place, 


8 Wich brazen face, deſpiſes the grace 


r 


PHILLIS, deſpiſe not. 
HTLLIS, deſpiſe not your faithful lover, 


Play not the tyrant, becauſe you are air 
will ſade, my charming maid, | 
jut as the lily, My beautiful PH“, 
Ce aſe to prove coy, {mile on the boy, 
Grant him the bleſſing © longs to "_ 
I. 


1 G n han withic compar'd with my Phill : 


Who can behold her, and not be enſlav'd? 
Angel divine! wert theu but mine; 

Pity my tory, 1 laugh at all glory, 

Here I proteſt, on thy dear breaſt, 
With thee in a. I'd 2 
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Drink lik ye « can. 


E T's drink, my friends, while here we live, 
The flecting moments as they paſs | | 
T his filent admonition 
T7” improve our time, and puſh the glaſs 


it 
l 
þ 
| 
| 
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When once we've enter d Charonꝰt boat, 
Farewell to drinking. joys divine, 
There's not a drop to weet our throat, 
The grave's a cellar void of wine. 


Meddlers out of Scaſon. 
N O M E, lads, ne'er plague your heads 
Wich what is done in — | 
But leave to them 
Who are ſupreme, 
To ſettle peace again : 
Debating. rating, jumbling, grombling, 


Pays no nation's debt; 
Tis time muſt clear i its 
Juſt like claret. 

When it is on the fret. 
Each one ſhould mind his owns 

Not buſineſs of the Rate : 
This all we get, 
| By meddling yet, 
More troubles to create, 
Our vrangliag. jangling, clam” ring, bamm rig, 
But diſturb the town : 
Such men of mettle, 
In a kettle, 
Make two holes for one. 
ITE. 

If you the dangers knew, 
Of thoſe that wear a crown, 
You'd ſcarce envy 

A ſtate ſo high, 
But wiſely uſe your own : 
Unſteady. "Liddy, buſy, dizzy, 
With the dazling height ; 


oi 


= | 
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Yet daily ſtocping, 
Almoſt drooping 


— the weight, 


IV. 
Lou ſwains that range the plains, 
Their native freedom keep, 
Who yet command, 
With crook in hand, 
Their ſuthful dog and ſheep : 


| Their leiſure. pleainre, ſporting, courting, 


None but time deceive ; 
___ Whiltt Amarylly, 
J and Phillis, 


Flow'ry garlands weave, 


DOTNOSUIATAHSIOHOO02000 


| C omplaint on a. | 


J. 


H Y will Flxrellz, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd yes reprove, 


And chide them from the only face, 


I can behold wirthi love? 


To ſhun your ſcorn and eaſe my care, 


L ſeek a nymph more kind: 


And as I range from fair to fair, 


Sull gentle uſage find. 
3 r 
But O! how faint is ev'ry joy, 
Where nature has no part; 
New beauties may my eyes employ, 
But you eng. ge my heart. 
So reltleſs exiles, as they roam, 

Meet pity ev'ry wheres 
Tet languith for their native home, 


Tho' death attends them there. 


16 30 N G $ 
Lovs on WinNE. 


I. 
7 Phillis denies me relief, 
1 If ſhe's angry, UII ſeek it in wine: 
Though ihe laughs at my am'rous grief, 
At my mirth why ſhoald ſhe repine ? 
At my mirth, &c. 
II. 
The ſparkling Champaign hall remove 
All the cares my dull grief has in ſtore : 
My reaſon I loft when I lov'd, 
And by N % what can 1 do more? 
Ard ty drinking, &c. 


III. 
Would Phillis but pity my pain, 
Or my am'rous vows would approve, 
The juice of the grape 1'd diſdam, 
And be drunk with nothing but love. 
Aud be drunk, &c. 
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Twenty one favourite Songs, inthe BE San 
OrERA. 


SONG. I. 


Tune, An 0d Ill man clothed in Crey, &e. 


H ROUGH eee 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother: 
Whore and rogue they call buſband and wife, 
All profeſſions be-rogue one another; 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 
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F II. 


Tone. The: borny grey ey d Norn, kc. 


i woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we ar.4 were taught the wheedling arts: 


Her very eyes can cheat. when molt ſhe's kind, 


She tricks us of ur money with our hearts: 
For her, like walves by night, we roam for prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 
Tor ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, | 
— beauiy mull be lee'd into our arms. 


SON G III. 


Tune, * is your faithful flows difaain'd ? ue. 


F love the virgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the ſimple mid 


Still plays about the flame 


| Tf ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 


Her honour's ſing'd, and then for life 
She's what I dare not name. 


2 * r 


Ss ON G iv. 


Tune. Of all the fimple Thirgs ave db, &c. 


Maid is like a golden ore, 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
— Whoſe worth is never known, before - 
It is try'd, and impreſt in the mint. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the 3 of her ſponſe 
Now here, now there; is 1 or is ſold 1 


And is current in every houſe. 
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F V. 
Tune, ht ſhall I ds to ſbæau how much I love hey, &c. 
TIRGiNS are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 


Near it the bces, in play, flutter, and cluſter 
And gaudy butterffies frolic around, 


But when once pluck'd. "tis no longei alluri 


To Covent Garde: tis ſent, (as yet ſweet.) 


There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 


Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trade under feet. 


GW TPG 


S ON G VL 
Tune, 0h London is a fire Town. | 


3 02 Pully is a ſad ſlut, rorheeds what wetaughther, 
I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter, 
For ſhe mull have both hoods and gowns, . 


And hoops to ſwell her pride, 


Wich ſcarſs and ſtays, and gloves and lace; 


And ſhe will have men beſide ; 


And when ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, 


All tempting fine and gay, 


As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, 


She flings herlelt away. 
Our Poly is a fad flut, c. 
+$$+$$+$00000coooh $4444 
0 NG VII. 
Tune, Grim King of the Cheſs, &c. 


C AN love be controu!'d by advice! 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 

Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 

At his flame, *cwould have melted away, 


When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he preſt, 


Tas fo ſweet that I ms have comply'd; | 


So 1 thought it both ſafeſt and beſt. 


To marry for fear you ſhould chide. 


— — 


— 
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. Vin. ; 
Pane, A Sddizr and a Sailor. 


Fox may fteal your hens, fir, | 
A whore your health and pence, firs 
Your daughter rob your chcit, fir, 


| 


0 


With lighs re enge it by degrees, | þ 


A thief your goods and plate. 
* this is all but picking. 
Wich reſt, pence, cheſt, and . 
It ever was decreed, fir, 
If lawyers hand is feed. fir, 
H: ſteals your whole eſtate. | 
SONG IX. 
Tune, Over the kills and far envy. 1 
E K E. L lad on Greenland coaſt, | | 
And in my arms embrac'd my lass; 
Wim amt it eternal trol, | 
Too foon the half year's night would . 
Were | ſold on Indian ſoil, 
Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 
I conid mock the fultry toil, 
When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd. 
And I would love you all the day, 
Every night would kits and play, 
If with me you'd fondly Ps 
Over zac hills and far away. 


0 N X. 


Tune, O the breom, ths. 


H E miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, | 
Waich he's oblig'd to pay, . ri 


And ſcars *us gone {or aye. 
Tae boy, thus, when his ſparrows floven, 
Ine bird in ſttence eyes: 


But ſon as out of üghtt 'tis gone. 


Wines, wuimpers, {obs, aud Cries. 


$ O N G 5s. 


S . OO MV XI. 
8 Tune, Cotillon. 
N the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
: While we may, 
Beauty's a flower deſpis'd in decay, 
| Youth's the ſeaſon, c. 
Let us drink and ſport to Cay, 
Ours is not to-morrow, 
Love with youth flies ſwift to-days 
Age is novght but ſorrow. 
5 Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the 1 wing, 
Life never knows the return of ring ; 
Che, ws. Let us drink, c. 


$0 nom 
N me, When once I lay with anither Man's N. 


H E gameſters and lawyers are jugy lers alike 


If they meddle, your all is in danger ; 
Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 


Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, | 


And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 
Tn G XIII. 


Tune, Courtizrs, Courtiers thin it ne farm, &c. 

NR AN may eſcape from rope or gun, 
Nay, ſume have out liv'd the dofter's n, 

Who takes a woman muſt he un done, 

That baſil ſk is fure to kill 
The fly that fips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman. woman, 

He that taſtes women, ruin meets. 


„ 


 ——_ 
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Tur, The Sun lud Iori)d bis avenry Teams, &e. 


II E firſi time at the looking glais 
The mother ſts her da hter, 
The im. ge it-1kes the ſmiling lats, 
With ſelf! love ver aſter. 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe, fonder grown, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grow ſtronger: 5 


Dut alas, vain mad, all cyes but your own, 


Can tec you are not younger. 
S O N XV 
Tune, Fav haffy are woes, $2: 
V HN you cenſure the age, | 


Be cautious and lage. 


Leſi the courtiers offended ad! 4 | 62 


If vou mention vice or bribe, 
»Tis pat to all the tribe, 


Zach cries— tliat was levell'd at me. 


S O N G XVI. 


Tune, Landen J. adler. 
F yon at an office ſolicit your due, 
And would not have matter neglot: d 2 


Yon mutt quicken the clerk with the perquiti: 2 tos, 


To what his duty direged 


Or would vou the frowns of a lady prevent, 


She too has this palpable fai'ting, 
The perquitite ſoitens her into co: nen j 
That reaſon with all is preva ling. 


| OY Packintan's s Peaund. 
HUS gameſters united in fri:ndſhip are Grad, 


Tho? they know th. it then induſtry all is a c hat, 


They Rock to their prey at the dice box's ſound, 


And join to promote one another? s deceit; 


Vor. II. S 
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Dut if by miſhap, 
Thev tail of a chap, 
To keep in their hands, they cach cther en rap: 
5 Lixe Pikes lank unh 2 42 WW, r. vho nitls f 33 dlieir ends, ENS. 
They bite their companions, and prey on tlic i: triends. 


S O N G XVIII. 
Tune, Lillibullers. 


ns — modes OI die £9urt o C. ammon Are grown, Bu 
An 


Inat a tive {:iend can hardly be met; i 
Fri: 12hip for intereſt is but a loan, „ T\ 
which. they let cut for what they can get. 
a Cis trove 102 rind, 
geme friends ſo kind. 
Who will give you good counſel chemſclves to deſcad. 
In ſorroutul di: y. Ys 
| The promiſe, they pity 
But Laine you tor money, from friend to friend. 


S ON GI 
Tune, Deun i the North Country, %c. 


W IAT gudgeons are we men! = 
Every woman's eaſy prey, | 
Though we have felt the hook, agen | 

We bite and they betray. 
bird that hath been trapt. 
"Wh en he hears his calling mas | 
To her he flies, again he's c clapt | 3 
Wichin the wiry grate. | | 
$0 NG XX. 
| Tune. A Cohler tro nas, &c. 
URSELVES, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, mult give up our [ goug; 
And good reaſon why, 
Or ivftead of the fry, 
Ev'n Pcichum and 4 
Like poor petty raſcals might hang, bang; ; 
Like poor pity raſcals, maitzht harg. 
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OE I 
| Tune, Greer: Sleeves. 
INCT. laws were made for ev'ry degree, 


To curb vice in others, 2s well as me, 
I wonder we hau's bester . 
Upon Tylu-z tree! 


But gold from law can take out the ting, 


And it rich men like us were to ſwing. 
»Tuould thin the land ſuch Oe to ring, 
| Upon Tyburn tree 
S8 od GG-oh$ 
 Axprew and his cutty Gun. 
3 I. 
LVT E, blyth, blyth was ſhe, 
Blyth was the but and ben 
And well ſhe loo'd a Zawick gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
She took me in. and ſet me down, 
And heglit to keep me lawing free; 


But, cunning carling that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 


II. 6 


| We loo'd the liquor well enongh ; 


But waes my heart my caſh wis done, 
Before that 1 had quench'd my drowth, 
And laith 1 was te pawn my ſhoon. 
When we had three times toom'd our Roupy. 
And the neiſt chappin new begua, 
In Rartcd, to heeze up our hope, 
Young Andro with his cutty gun. 


III. 


The carling prought her kebbuck ben, 


With gil all . gl weli toaſted brown, 
Well does the canny kimmer ken, 
They gur the ſcuds gae * down, 
8 2 
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We ca'd the bicker aft about; 

Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun, 
And ay the cleaneſt drinker out, 

Was Andro with lus cutty gun. 


| IV. 

He did like ony mavis ſing, 

And as I in nis oxter fat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 

And mony a ſaj;py kis 1 gat, 
I hae been cait, I hae been weſt, 
I hae been far yont the ſun; 
But the blytheſt lad that e'er I ſaw, 
Was 4ndro with his cutty gun. 
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8A1L Ons SONG, 


OW happy are we, 
Now the wind is abaft ; 
And the boſſon he pipes, 
Hawl ho h your th=ets aft. 
Steady, Ready, ſays the maſter, 
It blows a freſh gale ; 
We'll ſoon reach our port, boys, 
If the wind does not fail. 
Then drink about, 72, 
Although the ſhip roll: 
Then drink about Tom, 
Although che ſhip roll: 
We'll ſave our rich liquor, 
Fel ſave. &c. 
By ſlinging our boul. 
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A hundred Years hence. 


E us drink and be merry. dance, joke, and reo. 
With claret, canary, theorboe and voice; 
The change able world to our joys is unjult, 
And all pleaſure” 5 ended when we are in dv, 


2. 
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In mitth let ws ſhen our ipare hours and our pence, 
For we hell be pal it a hunurey years hence. 

11 
The butter fly courticr, tat pageant of Rate, 
Thu nzoule trap of h nour and may game of fate; 
For ali his anibition. us freaks and his tricks, 
H- mt die lice a lum, kin and f1i4 into Styx: 
His lot ig. inet d{tibs Lu, a fl:nder preten e. 


Wao'. Lake his place trom hin a lunated yo.lurs hence! 


lil. | 
The keantiful bride. wi with garlinds is crown'd, 
Andi kills with ca b glance as ug Ar- als on the grounds 
Her ,utterirg dr f docs caſt juch a ſplendor, 
As it none were fit hut the ſtars to attend her; 


| A. nough he 1 15 ple. NT. aud jet io the le nic, 
Sb. li be damnable mouldy a handre. years hence. 


— 
The right hearted ſoldi-r. A ho?s 3 Rranger to fear, 


Calls up 24 his ſpirits when anger is near ; 


He laiours and nights, great honour tO gain, 
And hardiiy thinks it will ever remain; 


Eut virtue vn courage prove in vain à pretence, 


To flour uh his Randard a hundred years hence, 
V. 
The merchant who ventures his all on che main, 
Not doubting to graſp what the Indies contain, 
He bnzzes and buflles like a hee in th e ſpring, 
Vet l ows not vchat harveſt the autumn will * ing; 
Tho' f rtune's great queen ſhould load him witiz pe) ce, 


Ne'l ne*cr reach the market a hundred years hence. 


VI 
The rich bawling lawyer, who, by fools wrangling 
©, 
Can Gola out a ſuit to the end of a life; 
A ſuit which the client does wear Hut in flavery, 


Whilſt the pleader makes conſcience a cloak for his 


knave 


Thoꝰ he boaſts of his cunning, and brags of his ſenſe, 


He'll be an g invertas 2 hundred years hencc. 
9 3 
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| , d; 
The pluſh: coated quack. who, his ſees to 

Kills people by licence, and, at their own charge; 

He builds up fair ſtructures with ill gotten wealth, 

Ly the dregs of a piſs pot, and the ruins of health: 

By the treaſtres of health he pretends to diſpenſe, 


He'll be turn'd into mummy a hundred years hence. 


| VIII. 5 

The meagre chopp'd uſurer, who in hundreds gets 
| twenty. | | 

But ſtarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty; 

Lays up for a ſeaſon he never will ſee, 


The year of one thouſand eight hundred and three: | 
He muſt change all his hovtes. his lands and his rents, 


For a worm eaten coffin a hundred years hence. 
The learned divine, with all his pretenſiors 

To knowledge ſuperior, and heavenly manſions ; 

Who lives hy ne tithe of other folks labour. 

Yet expects that his bleſüng be 1eceic?d as a fuvour, 

"Tho? he talks of the ſpirit, and b: willers our ſenſe, 


Knows not whit will come of him a hundred years 


hence. 
The poet himſelf. who fo loftily ſin ge. 
And ſcorns any ſubject but heroes or kings, 
Muſt to the capricio of fortune ſub mit; 
Which will make a ſool of him im ſpite of 1:is wit: 


Thus health. wealth, and beauty, vit, learning and 


| ſenſe, 
$:ut all come to nothing a hundred years hence. 
| XI. | 

Why ſhould we turmoil then in cares and in fears, 
Dy converting our joys into ſighs and to tears: 
Since pleaſures abend, let us ever be taſting, 
And to drive away ſorrow while vigour is laſting, 
We'll kits the brifk damſels, that we may from thence 
Have brats to ſucceed us a hundred years hence. 


2252 


XII. 

The true hearted maſon, who acts on the ſquare, il 
And lives within compaſs by rules that are fair; | 
Whilſt honour and conſcience approve all his deeds, — 
As virtue and prudence dir. &s he proceeds, 3 
With friendihip and love, diſcretion and ſenſe, 

Leaves a pattern for brothers a hundred years hence. 


Jo NN, F A A, ; The Cvpiic Laddie. 


1 He gyplies cane to our good lord's gate, 
And vow but they ſang wee: „ 


They ſang ſac ſwect. and iae very compleat, 
That down came the fair Lady 7. 
| = | 1 
And ſhe came tripping down the ti ür, | 1 
And u' her maids netore lier: 
As ſoon as they faw her well-far'd face, 
lhey coolt the glamer o'er her. 
III. 
Gae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a fluidie ; | | 
For if kith and kin, and a' had ſ.vorn, ; | 
I'll follow the gyptie ladie. ” A 
Iv. | f 
Veſtreen 1 lay in a well-made hed, 
And my good lord beſide me; 
This night Un lv in a tenant's barn, 
| Whatever ſhall beride me. 
V. | 
Come to your bed, ſays 7hrny Fan, 
Oh come to your bed, my deary ; 1 
For 1 vow an! {wear, by the hilt of my ſword, | — 


That your lord thall nae mair come near ye. 0 
VI — 
| pn _ to bed to my Te hnny Faa, 4 


- lu go to bed to my deary; 
| For 1 vow and ſwear by what paſt 3 
That my lord ſhall nac mais come near me. 
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I'll mak a hap to my Jibnuy Faa, 
And I'll m. k a hap to my deary, 
And he's get 4 che coat gacs round, 
And n. y lord th..li * * come near me. 
And when our lord came hame at een, 
Ani {par'd for his fal: l ay. 
The tane ſh- cry'd, and the other reply'd, 
She's away with the gyptie L:duie. 


| IX. 
 Gae ſaddle to me the black bl k iced, 
G.e ſaddle and make him ready; 

Be ore that 1 citiier cat or ſlcep, 
I' gae ſeek my fair lady. 


X. 

And we were fifteen well made men, 
Altho' we were nae bonny : 
And we were 4“ put down for ane, 

A fair young wauton lady. 


Old CHIR ON. 


LD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles, 
1'1] tell thee, young gentleman, what the tate's 
will is: e 

You. my boy. muſt go 

( the gods will have it ſo) 

To the ſiege of Trey; . 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 
But before thoſe walls to be flain., 

II. | 

Let not your noble courage be caſt down, 
But all the while you ly befare the town, 
Drink and drive care away. drink and be merry: 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 


— 


Ss 0 0 3. 
B:iile and Friend, 
| | * 
UM up all the delishts 
This world daes produce, 
The darling allurements 
Nor clacfly in uſe, 
You'll nnd if compar'd, 
There's none can contend 
With the ſelid enjoy ments 
Of a bottle and friend. 
| IL 
For honour, for wealth, 
For beauty may walls; 
Theſe joys often fade, 
And rarely do laſt; 
They're ſo hard to attain, 
Anda ſo eaſily loſt, | 
That the pleaſure ne“ er anſwers 
The trouble and colt, 
„ 


None but wine and true friendſhip 
Are laſting and ſure, 
From jealouly free, 
And from envy ſecure 
Thea fill all the claſſes | 
Until they run o' er, 
A friend and good wine 


Are the charms we adore. 


Dunt, dunt, pittie, pattic. 
| Tune, Zellcau hair d Ladaie. 


1 
0 N BWhitfunduy morning 


went to the fair, 
My yellow hwr'd laadie 


Was ſelling his ware; 


7 
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He gied me fc n blyth blink 
With his bonny black eye, 

And a dear blink, and a ſair blink 
It was unio me. 


I wilt not what aid me 
When my laddie came in, 
The lictle ve ſtarnics 
Fleway frac my een; 
And the ſweat it dropt dowu 
Frae my very eye- brie, 
And my heart Fl. y'd ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pitt:e. pattie. 
III. 
I wiſt not iy ail'd me, 
ben I went to my bed, 
I toſſed and tumbled, 
And ſleep frac me fled. 
Now its ſlecping and waking 
He is ay in my eye, 
And my heart play'd ay 
Duar, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


Roczrk and DoLLY. 


A 8 Dolly was milking of the cows, 

Young Roger came tripping it over the plain, 
And made unto her moſt delicate bows, 

And then he went tripping it back again, 

My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again, 

My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again, 

For it is your company that I do lack, 

Or elſe my poor heart will burk in twain. 

I winna come back, nor I canna come back; 


I wonotr, I cannot; no, no, not I: 
And ut 'tis my CUINLPAILLY lat y vu Ju lack, 


Lou may lack it until che day you die. 


4 , 
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Oh! do yon not mind the curds and cream, 

And many a bottlz of good Ma, ch beer? 

When you was going along with your team? 

And then it was Daly my own ſweet dear. 

But 1 winna come back, nor I canna come back, &. 


1 4-5 444174. <<» Ne chad 7 


7, he In vocal ion. 


I. 
* powers that oer mankind preſi de, 
And pity human woes, | 
My 't-ps to fore retirement guide, 
Tut no diſturbance knows. | 
Te pwers &. wh | 


Tyucre let my ſon! forget her pain, 
Reitor'd to bliſoful peace again; 
Nor e' er r2{ 1 the calm retreat, 
To feel the ſorrows of the great, 
Do ſcel t. e of the great, 
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The Virgin's Choice. 
IRGINS. if e'er at 1:| it prove 
My deltiny to he in love, 
Priy with me this good fare 
My wit and prudence be my guide, 
And may a little decent pride 
dy actions regulate. 
| 55 


If &er I an amour commence, 

May it be with a man of ſenſe, 
And learned education ; 

May ail cour:thip euſy be, 

Nei. lier too ſorma U, nor too free, 


Hut willy ſhew his paſion, 


432 88S O0 N GS. 
III. 
May his eſtate be like to mine, 
T wA nething look like a deſign 
To bring us into ſorrow. 
Grant me but this that T have ſaid, 
And willingly I'll live a maid 
No longer than to morrow. 
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Still he's the Man. 
I. 


HAT woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free 


| Yet do all 1 can, 
I find I love him, and tho? he flies me, 
Still, ſtill, he's the man. 
They tell me at once, he to twenty will ſwear ; 


When vow's are ſo ſweet, who the talfehood can fear? 


So when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still, — fill he's the man. 


1 caught him once making love to a maid, 
| When to him 1 ran, 


He turn'd, and he kifs'd me, then who cou'd upbraid 


So civil a man? 
The next day 1 found to a third he was kind, 
LI rated him ſoundly. he ſwore I was Lind ; 
So let me do what I can, 

Still, — till he's the man. 


. 
An the world bids me beware of his art: 
5 I do what I can; 
Dut he has taken ſuch Hold of my heart, 
I douht he's the man! 
80 ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do more than my can, 
He, A is the n Dua. 
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An old Ca:cch. 

X OW Cod be wi' old S317, 
N For he made cans to many a one, 
And a good old man uus he; 
And Fir.ker was his; journeyman, 
And be cou'd ti; pie eff ev'ry can; 

Ard tlivs he aid tome. 
To whom drink you, Sir knave, 

Turn the timber like the lave ; 
Ho! jolly Jiulen. 
I ſy a knave in drinking; 
Come, troll the bow! to m2. 
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Thc Cobler's Merits 


Tune, Charming SALL r. 


F all the trades ſrom eaſt to welt, 
The cobler's, palt contending, 
Is like in time to prove the beſt, 

Which every day is mending 

How great his praiſe who can amend 

The ſo'k of all his netzhbours, 

Nor is unmindful of his end, 


But to his laſt ke labours. 


A EEE WE — Þ.3-d-d 5. %% pod 7: dp pe eb. 


The Cobler's Ha ingo. 
Tune, Came let us trep are. 


| 1 
ET matters of tate, 
Diſquiet the great, 
The c«bler has nought to perplex Li im; 
His nought but his wife 
To ruflle his life. 
And her he can ſtrap, if ſhe vex hir 
V © L. II. T 


i 
4 
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He's out cf the pow'r 
Of Fortune, thut Mhore, 8 
Since low as can be, {he Las turuſt hira; 
From Cuns he's fc cure, 
For being ſo poor, 
There's none to be found that will truſt him. 


ee ere ene lee 
The zonourable Support. 


Tune, The PURI fail. 


Hate the coward tribes, 
Who, by mean ſneaking bribes, 
By tricks and diſguiſe, 
| By flattery and hes, =; 
To power and grandeur rue. 
Like heroes of old, 
he ſtill greatly bold; 
Let the ſword your cauſe 1 upport; 
Nexer learn to fawn, 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the ſpawn 
Who praQite the trauds of courts. 
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Self, the prime Mover. 
Tune, Hunt the Squirrel. 
HK E world is abs vs jarring, 
his is par ning 
1 ' other man's ruin; 
Friends with friends are warring 
: In a falſe cowardly way. 
| Spurr'd on by emulations, | 
Tongues are engaging, 
Calumry raging, 
Murders reputations, | 
NE) keeps up the ray. 


—ñ' — — — 
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Thus, with bug Leat, 
Each retiraing hate 
Woun.is and robs his friends 
In civil nie; 
Even m.in and als 


Squabule {or ſcltifh ends. 


The ſpotleſs Virgin. 
Tune, ½ dcary, if tha di:. 
p. U RE as the new. ſallen ſnow appear: 
L The ſpotleſs virgin's fame, 
Unfull:?i white her boſom bears 
As fair her form and fame; | 
But when ſhe's foil'd, her luſtre greets 
The admiring eye no more; 
She ſinks to mud, defiles the ſtreets, 
And ſwells the common ſhore. 


The Worth of Wine. 
Tune, Let's be jovial. 
| 
IS wine that clears the underſtanding. 

Makes men learn'd withoutten books: 
It fits the general for commanding, 

And gives ſogers fiercer looks. 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 


Heightens beauties of the fair; 
Truth from falſchood it diſcovers, 
Quickens joys, and conquers care. 


With a fa, la, la, la, &c 


Wine will ſet our ſouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious chings; 
hen rais'd by Bacchus we aſpire 


At fl ghts, above che reach of kings. 
OS OT. | 
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Bring in honny magnums plenty, 
Be each gluſe u bumper crown'd ; 
Nane to Ainch till th-y be empty, 
And full fiſty toaſts gone round. 
Mtb a fa, la, la, la, Sc. 
LA ee 
Wowen compar'd to China. 
Ture Pixli and Lilies. 
A Women's ware. like china, 
A Now cheap. now dear is bonght 3 
When whale, though worth a guinea, 
When brok-'s not worth a groat z 
Fi hen broke, Re. 
A woman at St. James's, 
With hundreds you obtain; 
But lay till loſt her fame is, 
Sßhe'll be cheap in Drury-Lare. 
and be _— ae. | 
19 — — 
Slow Mien of London. 


1 
HE R E were thre- lads in our town, 
Slow men of London ; 
They courted a widow was bonny and brown 
Ye: they left her undone. 
IT. 
They often taſted the widow's chear, 
Slow men of Lendan; 
Yet the widow was never the near, 
For ſtill they left her undone. 
III. 
They went to work without their tools, 
Slow men of Lzrdon; 
The widow ſhe ſent them away like „ 
Becauſe they left ber undone. | 


IV. 
Blow. ye winds, and come down, rain, 
SlI-w men of Londen; 
Th-y n-ver ſh dl woo this widow again, 


Be-auſ: th-y left her unJone. 
++ | ++ + + + ><>x< el. + £ 2 ; 
Follow your Leaders. 

To the foregoing Tue. 


5 11 E m-nnzrs of the great 4. dt; 

| Stiat nat your ple Se: 

If conicien.e had their genius checkt, 

Ho got they trea ure? | | 

Them e in debt, rm in 4eht the more, 

Careleſs who i> andone ; 

Morals and hon--ty leave the poor, 

As they Jo at Lond nm. 

n 

The Pimp and Politician Parallels. 
Tune, *Twas within a Furleg , Edinburgh Towns 
N pimps and politici. ins 
5 The genius is the ſame: 
Both raiſe their own conditions 
On others guilt and ſham : 

Wh a tongue well tipt with lies 
Each the want of parts ſupplies. 
And wich a heart that's all diijpuiſe 

Keeps his ſchemes unknown. 
Ze ducing as the devil, | 
They play the tempter's part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 
Moſt miſchief in their heart. 
E ich a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firſt corrapts and then conn:ves, 
Ani by his neighbour's vices thrives, 
For they are all his own. 
88 1 ; 
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PHILAN PDE A and Au ox r. 


J. 
W HEN gay Philander ſell à prize 
To Amoreta's conquering eyes, 
He took his pipe, he ſought the plain; 
Regardleſs of his growing pain; 
Ara re ſolutely bent to wreſt . 
The bearded arrow from his brealt. 


5 II. 

Came, gentle gales. the ſhepherd ery'd, | 
De Cupid and his bow defy'd: 

Bat as he gales obſequions flew, 

_ With flow'ry ſcents and ſpicy deu. 

He did nnknowingly repeat, 

Tt: - breath 7 Amoret 4s fwect. 


III. 
His pipe again the ſh:plierd try'd, 
And warbling nightingalcs reply'd; 
Their ſounds in rival meaſures move, 
And meeting echoes charm the grove ; 


Hts though's s that rov*d again repeat, 
The voice of Amoret 4% fvcets 


. 
ance every ſair and lovely view 
Ihe thoughts of Amcret renew, 
1. om flow'ry lau n and ſhady green 
Co proſpect gloomy change the ſcene: 
Bad change r him! for fighing chere, 
He thought ef lovers in 4 


V. 

Convinc d, the ſad Phi lander cries, 
Now, cruel God, aſſert thy prize, 
Lor love its ſatal empire gains; 
Yet grant, in pity to my pains, 
Thele lines the nymph may oft repeat, 
And own Phicander's lays are facct, 


* a a 4 wo us 1 — 
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The Wir and the BEA u. 
STO EI TREES 


W ITH every grace young enges 
His perſon to adorn, 
That by the beauties of his face 
In SLi love he might find place, 
And wonder'd at ber ſcorn. 
With bows and ſmiles he did his part, 
But oh! 'twas all in vain; 
A youth leſs tine, a youth of art, 
Had talk'd himſelf into her heart, 
And would not out again. | 
| III. 
With change of haiits $ regen preſs'd, 
And urg'd her to aumire; 
His Love alone the other dreſs'd, 
As verſe or proſe became it beſt, 
And mov'd her fot. deiire. 
IV. 
This bed. his courtſhip Strephon ends, 
Or makes it to his glaſs; | 
There in himſelf now leck> amends, 
Convinc'd. that where a it pretends 
A Brau is but an Aſs. 


The Nurſe's Song. 


Tune, Fellow — 


. 
E V. my kitten, a kitten. 
0 Hey! my kitten, a dcary ; 
Such a ſwcet pett as this 
Is neither far nor neary: 
Here we go up, vp, up; 
Here we go down, down, downy ; 


Here we wo backwards and ads, | 


And here we go rouad, e 
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un. 
Chicky, cockow, my lily cock; 

See, ſce, fic a downy ; 

G lop a trct, trot trot, 

And hey for Pallin towny. 

This pig went o the market; 

Squeek mouſe, mouſe. mouſy; 

Shoe. ſhoe, ſlioe the wild colt, 

And hear tliy own dol douſy. 


| ol 

Where was a jewel and petty, 

Where was a ſugar and ſpicy; 
Huſh a baba in; a rale, 
And we'll go abroad in a tricy. 
Did a papa torment it? 

Did e vex his own baby? did- e? 
Hy ſh a baba in a hoſie: 

Take ous own ſucky : did e? 


IV. | 

Good morrow. a pu. ding is broke; 5 
Blavers a thread o cryflal, 
Now the ſweet poſſe: omes up; 
Who ſaid my child was piſs'd all? 
Come w 'ter mv chickens, come clock, 
Leave off, or he crawl you, hol] crawl you; 
Come, gie me your hand, and ' beat him : 
Wha was it vexed wy baby ? 


V. | 
Where was a laugh and a craw; 

Where was, was, was a gigling honey? 

Goody, good child ſhall be fed, 

But naughty child ſhall get nony. 

Get ye gone raw. head and bloody n 

Here 1s a child that won't ſear ye. 

Come, piſſy, piſſy, my jewel, 

Andi ik, ik ay, my Geary. 


I: 
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| | 
O0 people, draw near, 
A ſtory ye's hear, 
A ſto: y both pleuſint and true; 
Winch happened of late, 
 And's not out of date; 
Iam going to tell it to you. 


It was an ol cobler, 
Who ſoal'd ſhocs at Dubler, 


And lov'd to drink the juice of l 


And then with his wife, 
As dear as his life, 


When drunk, he lov'd for to parler. 
This is they ſay, 
Being drunk on a day, 

His wife ſhe did murmur and chat; 


I his cobler they ſay, 
Did thrath her that day, 


IV. 
He had a magpye 
That was very fy, 
An ! nſed for to murmur and chat; 
Vho ſoon gat the tone, 
Before it was long, 
Of, What a pox wad ye be at? 
A V. 
nd this magpye, 
Who was ſo very ily, 
He into a meeting houſe g 
And as che old parſon © 
Was canting his leſſon, 
Cry'd, What a pox wad Fe beat? 


And cry'd, What a pox wad ye be at? 


441 S 0 NH 0. 


VI. 
The pa:ſon ſurpris' d, 
Did lat up is eyes: 
Now hel us, pray, Father, in nꝛed: 
For Satan, I fear, 
Voes vidit us here: 
So help us, pray, Faiher, with 9904 
VII. 
The parſ. n again 
Began to explain 
To tho: around him that ſat ; 
But MLiaggre indeed 
| lew over his be; -” 
And cry'd, What a pox wad ye be at? 
VIII. 
Then the parſon did {kip, 
Five yards at a lcap, 
From his pulpit quite down to the floor ; 
And left every ſaint, 
Quite ready to faint, 
Leaping out of the —y houſe door. 


Then ſome without 8 — 
And ſome without hoods, 

Then out of the meeting-houſe gat : 
And magyvie happ'd after, 

Which cauſed much laughter, 

Crying, What a pox wad ve be at? 
X. 
Then a ſinctify'd ſoul, 
Who thought to controul, 

Look'd Maggie quite tall in the face, 
Said, Satan, How dare 
You thus to appear 

In this our ſandriy'd place ? 

xl. 

But Maggie he pranc'd, 

He ſkipp'd and he danc'd, 

Aud out of * houſe gat, 


0 NG. & 
And all the way long, 
He kept up his 1ong;, 
Of, What a pox wad ye bz at! 


A grad Exciſe for Drinking. 


U P BRAID me not, capricious fair, 
7 With drinking to excels ; 


1 ſhould not want tn drown deſpair, 
Were your ind::ic rence leſs. 

Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 
When this excuſe is gone, 

That all my Lf, when Chloe", Lind, 
Is fi c' on her aloge. 

The god of wine the victory 
To beauty yields with joy; 

For Bacchas only drin':s lixæe me, 
Wien Asiadue's coy. 


Masox's Sox. 


- Tune, Lear? ff your faul. ifh prattivg. 
| | L 


E have no idle Ru TER 
VV Of either hig cr Tory; 


Bat each a; grees | 
To live 1 eate, 
Ar 4; 4r7, or tell 2 ftory. 
: CHORUS, 
Fill to tir „ tothe ivims; 
| Let r- raund the fe rall ; 
The dit ine tells you, vine 
Ct ears the e baay 472 the Hul. 
| II. 
We will be men of pleaſure, 
Detpiüng pride or party; 
Wnilil knaves and fools 
Preſcribe vs rules, 
We are ſincere ana h gariy. 
Fi. ls him, & Ko. 
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If any are fo Fooliſh, 
To whine for courtiers favour, 
We'll bind him o'er 
Io drink no more 
Till he has a better ſavour. 
Fill to him, &c. - 


If an accepted maſon 
Sould talk of high or low church, 
| We'll ſet him down, 
A thallow crown, + 
And underſtanding n no church. 
Fil to him, &c. * 


The world is all in darknels; 
About us they conjecture; 
But little think 
| A ſong in drink | 
Sneceeds the maſon's lecture. 
Fill to him, &c. 
VT. 


Then, landlord, bring a hogſhea 3, 
And in the corner place it; 
| Till it rebound 
With hollow found 
Each maſon here ſhall face it. 
; vine to him. &c. 


—_ »: 
6 


7 be frogal Maid. 


1 Am a poor maiden bes, 
Yet I bear a contented mind 
I am a poor maiden fortaken, 
Yet I'll find another more kind: 
For altho' I be forſuken, 
Let this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was ſi ill prov ided, 
Put Fd iwo ' thirce * my bow. 


6 0 n 3 345 
II. 


Y own that once I lov'd him, 
But I's ſcorn J cou'd never endura, 
Nor yet to that height of perfection, 
For lis flights to love him tlie more. 
I own he Was vo 17 engaging, 
Vet this ! vont have 502 TO know 
I noe was ſo ill provide J. 
But I'd two'r unce rings to my bor” 
III. 
Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 
And arc unto loving inclin'd, 
Mens rain ds they re fubjeR to changing, El 
A: = waveriag like to the wind; 
Lach CG. Ky ere: 1225 Aa Ne fancy: : 
Thenthis I would have you to dog 
De caſy and rz, and take pattern by me, 
And N two'r three ſtrings to your bow. 


3 "$44 +$4+1 +4 12015. ese 
Damon's Picture of C cha. 


Tun e, Dræun the burn, Davie. 
A 83187 Jour vot'ry, friendly Nine, 


Inſpire becoming lay 83 
Cauſe Celia's matchleſs beauty thing, 
Till neaven and eerch 11421 blaze. 
She's pleaſant as returaing light, 
Sweet as the morning ray, | 
When Phozbns quell, the ſh1des of nicht 
And brings the chearſul day. i 
It. 
Her grace ful forch2ad's wordrous Cir, 
As purett wir ſereas; 
No loony Pailion ring there, 
Ofercalt the PS: ic ful fcene : 
Her ſmail bri 2 ere -ErOWS bngy bend, 
Tranſport darts irom her eyes; 


VoL. II. U 
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Ine ſpark ling diamond they trauſcend, 
Ur lars which, gem che ies. 
lil. 
A ring bluſ of heaveniy dye 
D 'er her fair ches K il} lows 5 
Iler fhining locks in _y lets lie, 
Well fhag*d and fiz'd her nele; 
Her ſniling lips are lovely red, 
Lite raics rowty bloun; 
Her iv'ry tecth (tor me it part Lic) 
You'd with {or ever Gown: 
wo 
Het ſrovy neck and breaſis like glaſs, 
Or voith'd marble (mooth, 
That nx min! in benny tar ſurp ng 
% . 10 fi. d the Ty. youth ; 
It T icnGer wailt, white : m and hand, 
Juſt ſymmetry does grace 
What's hid from theſe { it you « 4 2640 
Let lively LUNCY trace. 
V. 
A ſprightly and angelic mind 
Keigus in this comely frame. 
Wich decent eaſe acts unconfin'd, 
Inſpires the whole like flame: 
Minerva or Diana's rate, 
With Ver Softriefs jran'd, 
Proclaim her godde!ts, meant by fate, 
Love's 1. Zhttul queen defgn'd. 
VI. 
Good gods! what rar tures fre my ful? 
How flutters my {und heart! 
When tender g glances ait controul, 
nd love ſupprets' in part. | 
Propitions pow'rs, nike Celia mine, 
Complete my dawning blits; 
At monarch's pom p Lu repire, 
Nor gr . Weir ban ine!s. 


i 8B a Gp 417 


122 201. 


I. 
| E I. I A, now my het hath broke 
+ Th- band of your unzenle ace, 
D: Tolr'd the ſe ter of chat chan 
zy which i Krone lo lung 1 Vain? 
M. y 1 be Mat: d 14 1 ect 
Am canght aria wihin pour ſnare, 
Au. cu, Ac. 
IT | 
In vain vou rend your treaca'rous net, 
In Vail } lr W. 5 14. 11 5 4 2 ot; 
Tue Hd can now your arts eipy, 
And. ar m' with caution 4a them ny: 
Some h=-dic's ſwan your Frey may be, 
Bait faith, you're too wel own 19 ine, 
But ſaith, Ec. 
III. 
J with contempt can now deſpiſe 
The treach'rous ſoll es of your ey 8. 
And with contempt can fit and hear 
You praiile nonſenſe half a year, 
And go avay as little mov'd 
As you were lately when 1 Loy" J. 
A. you Were, &c. 
IV. 
I wonJer what the pl1gue it was 
Made me ſach a {tupi. «1s, | 
To fancy ſuch a noble grace 
In your language. mein and ſace, 
Where now 1 nothing mors can ſind 
Than what 1 ſee in all your kind. 
| Than — &c. 
v. 
Thus when the Srouy ly god of ſleep, 
Urn our wearied fancies creep, | | 
Some h2adlefs piece of image riſe, | 
By fancics form” A dzlude our eyes: _ | 
U 2 | 
| 
| 


1 Put ſoon as 2er the god of day 
App. 12 35 they ſaint and die * TY 
Autres, kap, &&. 


el 
* 141 
1/5 FRE IO . 
I. | 
V love was fickle once and changrin> 
13 Nor cer would ſeitle in my Heart; ; 
Fin beauty Kill to beauty ranving, 
Ia cv'ry pace 1 ulld a dt. 
| IT. 
Tas firita charming ſliape enſtav'd me, 
An cre thai ve the fatal OKs 
JI by ber wit rin fivu me, 
Ind all my to: mer jetters broke. 


. 
Lat non a long and Yaſtinr apguiſn 
For BI, 1 envi re 
Jioarly L[ t: 211. 424 { wy Lingtita N 


Nor! lope 10 3nd ! LBC Outs 4 Se. | 


| IV. 

Tor here the Calſo unconſt.nt lover, 
After #E Wand beautcs fhown. 

Des new wrpriſiag hams diſccver, 
t. ud unds variety in one. 


5 31 


, 


END OF VOLUME SECOND, 
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EXPLANATION 


OF THE 


SCOTS WORDS. 


= 


Abeit, 2 . 


Aboon, ave. 
Ae. oe. 

Aff, of. 4 

Aſt: n, c, ten. 5 
Aik, oak. 

Ain, own. 

Aith, £075. 

Air, car y. 
Ajee, ofide. 
Alane, Q: o. 

Amaift, el H. 

Ambry, cud board. 
Ane, one. 

Lr anzeber. 

Awa, away. 

A lid, o:d 
Ayont, beyond. 


— © 
A', ball, 
Baith, 52th. 
Bane, bone. 


Vor. II. 


Nannocks, cat broag. 
Bans, c brecd, 
Baxm, balm. 

2uk, Gault. 


P Arai, beadi-. 


Beet, ? 6 - hetp cr repair. h 
| Bend, 7 ts dr nk. 


Denni! ſon, bicgjine. 
Bent, the o en feels 


Bein ſe me Wi vat ix ? 


mean t:me. 


| Birks. 6 bi: CB 


Biz, 74402 
Billy, b-ctver, 


| Pindging, bockengy lend- 


ing 
Plate, baje ful. 
Blaw, £.cw. 
B-ceze, blaze. 
B iiiks 45 ance of Ihe Of. 
B. u'er, under. | 
Bode, fpreaet, | 


Bodin, 7. 2rell. 


Pot or But, wit haut. 


U 3 


EXPLANATION OF 


Bougila, ſounding Horns. 

Bountith, @ gratuity. 

Bowt, bo/t 

Brachen, a /ort »f breth. 

Brae, ri/ing ground. 

Bran kit. prim'd up. 

Braid. broad. © 

Brander, a gridiro% 

Braw, jrne!y dreſt. 

Broach, a huckle. 

Brack, broken farts, or 

refuſe, | 

Brow, the forchend. 

Bruik, to love or enjoy. 
Bught, ſbcep folal. 

Burnid, po. / bed. 

Burn, a rivulet. 

Buſk, to deck, 

Tut and Ben, be out and 

be in. SORE 
Byer, @ cow-ho:fe, 


=, 
| | * call. 6 
4 C:doie, chrarſul, 
Cai, ca#f, Id chef. 
Cham: u, cannot. 
C:nker'd, aryry. 
Canny, cautious, becky. 
Carlinge, % nn. Id. 
boiPd peaje. 
Cauld, cold. 
Cauler, c:9!. Freſb. 
Cawk, cha. TT 
Clan, failing or im her- 
Jetiuen. 


Clat, a rale. 

Claiths, c/oaths. 

Claſhes, z:ttle taltle. 

Clock, a beetle. 

Cockernony, tie hair 
baund 4), 


Cod, 2 Yi ä 


Coſt, " WOT. | 


 Copgp. a w59oden d: 2 


Coof, a vlackhead. 


Coots, Joint of the an- 


Cle pe 


Courchea or Curtchea, 


a handkerch!: ef. 
Crack, f. 02. /. 
Cree!, bifiet or am- 
er. 


Crocks, lean Hocep. 


Croft. corieland. 


Creule, bri/h, b;l2. 


Cro: dy. mowdy, 4 /ort 
& eriel. 


.Crummy, a Cou's name. 
Curzie, coin. 


* e 2 . 


Datt, mad foo. . 
Dawt, 7 dic. cars. 
D che, to wipe. 
Di: na, de not. 

Ding, beat. 

Dool, freude. 

Doſend, ſrczen, cold. 


| 
I 
] 
] 
] 
4 
L 
] 
] 
] 
b 


hens 


pod kad bad Wd Wed Lott 


THE SCOTS WORDS. 


Dorty, haughty. 
Dow, can. Id. dove. 
 Downa, cant, 
Dowf, /pir::c75. 
Dough'na, cord net. 
L owy, weary; lonely. 
Drant, 0% cu A. 
D-amoct, c gruel. 
D up, d 4%. 
Dining, decasing. 
Dunting, Seating. 
Dalce and tangle, ſca- 
plants, 


A R 3 eirth. 
E= Len, eyes. 
Eild, age. 5 
Eith, eaſy. 

E:divg, fewed. 
Ezm. c"/:2. 

E tie, aim 

Eydent, £itgent. 


| A*. 4 Ee 
Fadge, @ ( 
ſert of toll bead. 


Far, f oe. 

Fa: d. jound 

Fan gie, Nevfangie, ? ud 

F what's new. 
Faries. thin gat-ca les. 
T. m, tronble. . 

Fauſe, fo:/c: 


Gawn, £: 


Faut, Jau“: . 


Fee, wages. 
Feirs, bratners. 
Fendy, ative, induſt r. 


GUS. 
Teuzie, Jain. 
Ferley, ue, der. 


Fey. atterced 7 a Fa- 


141. ly. 

Fiee, Fly 

Fiouks, //unter-. 

Fiyte, 27% 9. d. 

Fg. M7 s. 

Fore, to the Fg in be- 
ing or la/ting. 

Fouti, Plc 


Fre, ſro. 
| Fraiiar, beblins with a 


#59; /0 wander: 


Feu, vr fu', Jul. 
G. 


A B. the mouth, 
(3 +09Cks, large 
- Wot ty als.- 
Gab-riu. zie, a wallef 
that Pang on the idle | 
or 1911 


| Gae, gaTe 14. 59. 


Cane, gone 

Car, make or cauſe. 
Gawlſy. j9/l,, lange 
(at de, y. 

75 2. 


Gawd, ga. . Id. goad, 


Gawky, Pg Jo . 


EXPLANATION OF 


Gawnt, o yaw? 

Geck, to flogt and jeer. 
Genty, mad and neat, 
Gia and gif, . | 

_ Glaire, a ſword. 
Glaikit, idle and rom- 


Gleed, fquinting. 

Gleen, a hs.low between 
a. -- 

Gloyd, an old horſe. 

 Glowr, 79 flare. 

Gowhk, the cuckow. Id. 
a Fool. 


SGowping, hand/ul. 


| Graip, fo grove. Id. a 


trident jork for dung. 
Graith, accoutrements. 
Grote, im'd cat. 


Gutcher, grand Jather. 


11 
A', hall 
Ha: „ have. 
H., ka'/ 
Hagies, 4 bitd 7¹¹ 4. 
ding made < a ſheep's 
plu & miuc d 3th 
wet. 
Haiucket, — beaded, 
_ whimfical., 
Hale, ve. 
 Haly, holy. 
UHame, home. 


Hames end brechomg, 
wore about the neck of 
cart. horſe 


Hawſe, embrace. 


Heeſe, to /i/7. 
Hecht, promiſed. 
Hevzh, an; ſi cep Face. 


Hoddle, to waddie in 


walling. 
Hoden, coarſe Cath. 
Hows, A. 
Howms, all on river 
ſides. 


E E, 79 jee back and 
again, the mot on E 
a baiance. 


III. far'd, 7.4 favoured or 


ug iy. 


Ika, cach. 


Lka, every, 


Ingle, re. 


Jo, fweet-heart. 


Jouk, 0 bow. 


Irk, wear or fired. 
bie, afraid of Shag. 
Iſhogles, Icicles. 

Ife. 1 ft. 21. 

Iiher, o. her. 


K K. 


ta flones, 


F AlRN, or Cairn, 
heaps monumen- 


THE SCOTS WORDS. 


Kl, com irts Id. brett 
K | Lowe Viet) 

Rebuck, 2 4% C/ 
Tee, L %. 

Iden, 1 
Kopp. 40 gat. b. 
Nied, kneten 
Kirn, c 
Nimmer, 4/1 5 
Nircle, ufer igt 
Kurcllie, ae 


I. 


5 Lugh, 14275. 
Le, cus ſe f 

Laich, 4675 | 

Lapper'd, curd ce! 

Law, 16 

Law ts Hie 

Love &z the Fc 2 

Lee, Ja“ or grund. 

Lreſome, i990 


acre me, a proraſe iu 


when ne huet or 1s 
Sled &4 witn a PE f a8 
Leil, exact 
Leugli, /aug ed 
Lid, to geid 
| Lili, a Julie 
Linkan, to move 9: 155 5 
Loor, rather 
Loos, . 
Loun, ofly went be 
| Lout, fo 5:Ww 
Lowan, flaming 


AC. i fa Heul 


Mc-nz's, 


Town, can 


L<citen, ** ere. / 123. 
thir or © tc 19:ed 10 


. 
Ci, EC GENS Ter 


* 


JJ. 

Ali 1 4 a inace 
N Air, more. 
14 727 

L Lakſna it acdc nat 
ISERTS Well 
March, Gamits or bo: der 
e greund;s = 


t. 
14702 


NM .rrow. 1: cn 


DMiwmn, m. % 
NMierking, a hare 
MI vis, the th 


NI ikle cr Mauckle, m io 


Meite, ni: ve 
Mads, redenne 
Dlenſe, in zzners, Id. 2 


8 
«CC GIN CO 


a cempany or 


retin'ie : 
Mi, a fur © for 
millh | 


nt 


— 7 


NI tene 
Minny, motor 


| Mtirk, dar Y 


Mons-me:. a very !aro? 
iron cauncs in the 
caſtie 3: Elmvurzny 
capab e of ho. ding ture 
poop e 


Maou, mouth 


EXPLANATION 


8 to cat as want- 
8 ticks 
RI oat er, the muiier”s t!l 
liuck, Aung 
I: ches, en gui er 
N. 


Hog. 
| | A? aid ae, no, 
N nc e | 
Nine, 71530 
Ix: es, 79. | 
Nzitt, next 
Nither ar ve or pinch 
_ Nowther, neither 


3 
E, grand child 
O. y, arty 
O ily, a cravat 
Ov ſen, oxen 
Oxter, arm. pit 


3 Ten 

ANTREY, a 6ut- 
| tory 
Partans, crab FM 
Pat, put 
Paste, cunning. 
Paunches, iripe _ 
Pear pot, peat coal pit 
Pibroch, a high and tune 
Pickle, a ma! ſhare 
Pig, earthen pot 


OF 

Pitch, {frciiply 

Plct, 1% d. Id. twiſt 

Poertii ., /crerty 

Por, cr Pu, Ve. 

Powſowdy, ram head 
ſcup 


Prig, bagg le 


Prive, to prove, or t. 


AIR, roar 
Raſlies, 72 Her 
Red up, put in our 
Renzie, Nin 
Re ver, robber 
Riff arts, radiſbes 
R:fe, p/enty 
1055, rige 
Rou, 707 


Ron th. wealth 
| Rude, C1 6s 


Rui kled, n 
Rung, a tub 
Ruſe or rooſe, to pra: ſe 


AY 


2 8 

AE, © 

daf 1 
Sur, ere 
Slut, ait | 
deim, appearance 
* je f 

5 fry. 


Pillar, foo of repen- Sens Halli no: 


Tance 


| 
| 
[ 
; 


5” a 


PA Fai x£c+ 


wa PA P£A © a 


" 


En EY « 


THE SCOT3 WORDS. 


Shangy mouth" or ſhe- 


gents the mouth 
much t9 on whe i 

Sharn, cow-dung 

Shaw, „m, Id. a woody 
bank + 

Shoo, 4 a ,. 22 

Sboon, f 

Shore, 7 threaten 

Shire, 1/2 

A ſtirs lick, a mar? 


fel 


| Sic, 4 Gor 3 feren "ORE 


Sica", /., n ane 

Sin or ſyne, us 
Sindle, /e.do 
Sinſyne. 8 ice that ans 
Skair, D. 
Skaith, 3 loſs 
Skink, 700g ſoup 


Sma'. u 


a. {mart 
ona, /.ow 


 Sneilt, 79 mars 


Sniſting hu 


Snood, a % d band 


Snug, 02 vontent, neat 


Sadden. bai.ed 
 Donſy. /2-tuate. zo” y 
Sowens, a kind of /ower- 


ed gruc!,bi:icdlike paſte 
Sour, <» ſheep 20 
Spake, /p:ke 
Speer, % aſzr 
Spelding. dried hite ſyn 


Stare, one 


Starns, Varg 

EL K, Tut | 

otend, jiaik haſtily 
OuTtk, 4 yourg Cute 
Stoup, 2 prop 
dtrae, {raw 
Streck, /{rcth 
dtenzie, 7; jam 


oOwats, /27:1/! 7 e 


Sweer, unwiiunig, lazy 


Swi her, n dent 
b 


Seynows, young oniumns 


| OY tC, ben 


Wo of 
AE, fee 
Tald, ::/4 


| Taiken. fen 
Taue, taken, Id. the ene 


Tap Py 70 | 
Taulk, 2% 
Thae, 7% 


Tert, notice 


Theyſe, the; ſha'l 
Thole, f2 /. er 


Thou leſs, „irrt / 


Thud, 226 'of a ferche 


| TI wy 19% 


It, 4% 
1 rather 
Tocher, V 
Tooly, g, contend 
; To | 
Tod'en, à rol.ing bort 
Step 
Tauzle, ) 71 
Trig, neat 


EXPLANATION, oc. 


 Trow, beiieve 


T rife. . ut ment 
Twin, to fart from 


AD, would 
Wae, wo 
WW ie, fe cer, the eha:ce 
Weas, chu | 
Wallo wit, Jaded or vi- 
Ic ed 


Wan, Fale, Id wen 


Wallop, ga op * 


Wame, wor b, telly 
Warr, b://ow 
War, wor/e 

Wat, know 
Wars, walls 


Vſauk, wa ik, Id. wake 


Wzaketiſe, not wncancd 


to fiocp 


War in, hem i in 


Wee, liitle 


Weind, t5::::/t 


Weirs wars 


WWia, who 
Wtang, a large cut 


Whatrecks, what mat. 
ters it 

Wilk. which 

I 411.11 p, * ning 

Whiſnt, / your ꝓcace 

Wuilizuha, a chu: or 
bite 

Wiiks, puri inlet 

Win, & won, dwell 

Winna, 47: rot 


Winſome hincijome 


Wiſt, kncw | 

Witberſhins, to move 
contrary 

Woo, 4. 


Wood, rad 


Wouer, a withy 

Wow | &o1en u, Id of! 
Wyle, cinning 
Wyſon, 1e gu. er 

* yte, 7 75 . 'e 


| Vico, very range 


CT 


AT) 4 mare 


Yelſe, je foal 


Vorn, deſire 
* eitrcen, * Hernighe 


